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CHOICE SPIRITS. 


\H IS Collection of comic a 


are ſclected as a Peftival for 
thoſe Sons of Hilarity, whoſe Senti- 


ments are for Harmony, and to ap- 


pear as joyous Companions. This 
Collection hag been made with Care 
and Attention—to ſele& ſuch Songs 


as abound in Wit, and will enliven 


the tedious hours. — Momus will here 
appear in full ſplendor; and as many 
Songs, Cantatas, &. are in this 


Collection that have never yet been 
ubliſhed ; and others of the true 


Comic Kind are ſelected from all the 


Song- Books now extant; and in this 
Edition are added ſome celebrated 


+ 


Toaſts. and Sentiments; it may with 


propriety be ſaid to contain a Library 


of Good ao Mirth, any Enter- 
rain ment. ; 


Mercer I am in a very good ftile Ab. 4+ 
Hollo once finding fair Daphne alone — 14 


All you that are auiſe — 16 
A Lantavre, Got pleſs bur, a place of renown 30 
Aqwonder ! à wonder ! a wonder Ill ſhew 37 
As Billing gate Nan was agjufting her fiſÞ 45 


A pretiy french Ililliner ca d me ſome money 46 
A landiady Dobbins, a Whitfieldite pure — 50 
As Joe the ſanaman drove his noble team — 61 
A Londres, I was taylor nice 3 

A popiſh old dame io ber bandmaid thus ay 4 10 
A @ choice ſpirit bred | 

A maſter 1 have, and Jam Bis nan — 137 
Amo, amas — 138 

And did you not hear of a jolly young wwatermatn 139 

A cobler there abus and he lived in a lall — 140 


A lowtly laſs to a fryar came 147 
A jellj tinker through the ſtreet — 188 
Hs friſey Sae Nelſlee aua ſat at ber fflal! — 188 
As I was going by de Tirteen Cantons — 
Ht the fign of the horſe — b — 198 
2 jolly jack tar, but a litile while fence — 201 
4 taylor there was, and he lived in a garret 208 
. A lively young barber, an amorous part — 210 
All in the Diauns the fleet was mord. 222 
A certain young Capiain in ſcarlet array = 242 


A. Roger the Ploughman, a luſiy young & Halse 244 
As Wit, Toke and Humour toge: her were ſat 245 
AT + aakl renown d for his puff and his parts — 255 


A /oldiev nnd A Glen, — 

4 Paryjon dude bad a remarkable eilte — 
B | 

3 have loft my wig 1 


By the fide of a green ſtagnant pool — 


Come every briſt ſoul — 
Contented I am, and contented II be — 


Ceme, liberty, damme beys, but we'll be fres 


Come roufe brother tars ! — 
Come ceaſrall your pother, about this or that 
Come buſtle, buſtle, drink about | — 
Come they roſy dimpled boy — —_— 
Come let us all with one accord — —— 
Come all my brave ladt, away Ry come 
| D 
Dinner o'er and grace ſaid — 
Dear Kathlen, you, no doubt — 
| ha i * 
E | 


| Fiſhwwives I have loſt my wife — 

Four and auen fidiers All in a row * — 
For my country's good care not a 2 3 
From parching ſummers © — 6 
Fill your glaſſes baniſh grief — © 5; 
Farewell to the meads and the fields — 


From ploug bing the ocean and thraſhing * 


% 


2 3 brot and fountain brim, — 
5 | 
C: ome bien up your hearts — 


Come let us begin for the clock has feruck ten 4 | 


221 
235 


6 
95 


Give Jſaac the Nymph avho no brauty can boaft 85 


Good fir, in vain you bend your brow 91 
Going to fee my father tbe other day — 123 
Goody Jones had of; percei u d — 143 
Guardian angels nie protect me — 154 
Give ear and a womi al jiory J tell — 2241 
Gently fiir, and bleau the fire — — 279 
H 
He that will not merry merry le — 39 


Hob hoppy a flate does the miller prfſeſs _ 
How pleaſant a ſai or s life passe — 43 

How ffonds the glaſe around — | 
Here to the maid of bajhful fifteen 
Here's an o'd ho g mare by an ancient pate 232 
Have you been to Abin ſon? ab fir, ob! 


How each fond pat ent flili purjues — — 258 


_ 


I 
8 trip'd up the ſtairs by nigbtt — 9 
Jam @ young brulh-maker launch'd into life 53 
In London my life is a ring of delight — 669 
Indeed I il do the beft I can — 70 
T'm here in France, and more fool I — 71 
am worſe than poor debiors | 73 
Jonathan a wwootrg went | — UTE | 
Jen a hearty good fellow a ruby no, ſot 80 
4 babe a tenement to let — — 93 


ll fing you a /ong of a modern dae? 9g 
1'U fing you a Jong, it is my intention —— 97 
In the days of my youth I was ſenfibly crazy 106 
1 fing. you @ on . — — 134 


| 6 v. 

m a bleſs of the town, and N. 54 Is my fab. 
: — you fer vour Jquinting eves — 
41 Ve you Fer your qui“ ins ffs | — 
Ju, a flaſh man of St Giles's — 
Fl use so grow old. as IU jnd ] go daun 
In vain wo poets flrive to ug — 

on'e was @ joe: of L: „ 

Li war'inus Habs / ve oft Fern kneawn — 
John A p evy was be man in?, - — 


Jeckey ſaid to jenny, jenny wilt thou dot 


; - 
Kilkenny is a band; ome place — 
L 


Look. maids I cock my . — 
Let o bers fing of Ms and darts — 


Lord, what care 1 for mam or dad 


Let grave divines preach up cull rules — 
Let others ow indecent ſongs — 
M 


> wife ſpe died laſt K night — 

My favert pretty mog — 
Dy name's Ted Blarney, I'll be Bound — | 
V boany jailor's wen my mim _ 


N 


Now ſafe moor d, 8 bowl 3 — 
Nancy, I have liſt my wig — 
Noel far from town à country 'ſquire 
Near a thic+ grove, auhoje deep emboww'ring fade 
New we mighty men of London — 


136 


157 
157 
174 


228 


2 37 
243 


>” ay 
201 


272- 


„„ 


Na aue or fund fn College rl. — 263 
No doubs but you have heard of the ae — 256 
Of. and detont aue daily ſenk( e 1 
Old Homer ! but with him æubat have aut to da 109 
O the days when I was young — 142 


One evening good humour took writ as his gueſt 186 
Ola hard have ſung bw ave could boaſt — 230 
OF all [he trades that ere I [ee 251 


Our reck ning we've paid — — 276 
| | P | - | : 
Pounds, ſpillings, pence and farthings Fo — 148 
8 


Some talk of n fir, and ſome £4 noe erin pf. 
Since the world is /o old 


So /afe arriv'd at aſt — — — 107 
Surpo/e | avas a country boy — 132 
Si round My brave buys — 5 146 
Some coblers tn poet s — — 179 
Since a wonder fu! man T find is quite common 206 
Says Plato, why ſnould man be vain — 224. 
Says Phelim in Ireland no longer Fil lay 249 
Since Kaihlien has prov d fo unt rue — 1853 
Some women take delight in dreſs — 205 
Since. folly keeps up its force far ave near — wt BY — — 
| T 
There is a chambermaid  — — — 8 
The'dewil he pull” 4 of his jacket of” ow — 19 
T he greateſt ſkill in life — — 4 
The greateſt of bleſſings of life as we 5 — 28 
* her, e ye jelly Jparifmen — 41 


The farmer” s dog leapt over the file _ 43 
Tho” 1 can't walk Fre „„ RE IN BES. - bs 


7 a” 
e 2 Sweep bob and fro, old irom lo find | 
There is a cant ſaying has long been in uſe 
The britiſh lian i rs my fn — 
The morning aue re married how funny and 1% 
The ils of life in vainnfiail —— — — 
That all men are beggars you plainly may er 
There was a grave prude — 
Th awith puffs daily papers are cram d, fir 
Napa I learn'd a pretty fong in France — 
T here was a mad man, he bad a mad <wift 
Te the pye of green truffles 
This world is a flage | 
*T was at the Gates of Calais, Hogarth tells. 
There was a jolly miller once 
T he girls of Kilkenny, ſo bonny and frifty 
There wwas a bonny blade — 
There was an old man, and ibo it's not common 
*Tavas cold, and young Roger 
The whiftlins ploughman hails the 2 dares 
* There was a clever likely laſs 
The Prieft of the pariſh rode his garene ae 
T hat living s a joke © 
Tavo goſſip they merrily met 
There was a jovial beggar 


* 


ciao ends 


— 
— — 


— — 


Pere is mine bofe, my pretty Damm Sies wg | 
W 

WW "WT comes it neighbour dick — — 

When lover ini be wind — * 


With a chearful cd friend 
While gen/lefv ks ftrut in their filver. and fare 7 ſallius 
When 2 l began to ogie the ladies — 
While others attempt heavy minutes to kill 

When up to London firſt I came 


— 


— 


— OY P 


While p-ople call d ports 
M ben humming brown beer — — — — 
When I cam? back to bonn ſb id well dock 
When our Mayor, Lord bleſs him 

When firff a matd within her breaft 
Wurm and wanton one night 
When Britain firſt at heavy ns ne 
ben kind friends exp-& a forg 
With au men and wine ] defy ev'ry care 


Whit happy in my na ie and 
Wien Venus, queen 'f deſires, 


/ 7 dur mountain "lack, your frontaniac — — 


(m. 


When running life's race 


Y 


) 


— — 
* 


Ye lad aul e laſſes, {o xom and clever 


Je lads of true Spirtt, pay courtſhip to claret 


ou may a0 as you wi 


Te ſons of mighty Nimrod, fam'd in Sh 
Te bloominy, maids from Meymoſe «ee, BY 
Zaunglings fond of female chaces 
Ze jeam"s, ye pads, ye divers 
Ye bucks and ye bloods + 

Ze nymphs and ye Swains 
You that delight in a foculir ſong 
Dou, my ſpruce little Matthew, lov'd fun 


Young Roger, the plowmaen, wh wanted a mate 


þ — 


4 
ä —— —— — 


—— 


——— 
— 
— 


| — 


Ye humdrums who figh all your * time away 
Te lowers of ditties attend _ 


Ye nai ional ſchemers, a while give me leave — 


i fons of the caſt 


— \ 


Young Arabella, mama's care 
Yeu tnow Fm your prieſt 


Ye geffps who blab out the fecrets Y fate 
7 ES 7 IF 4 L 
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THE UPS AND DOWNS;: _ 
Lung by Mr. Edwin, in the Choleric Fathers 


F ups and drowns we > daily ſee 
Examples, moſt pang 7 
The High and Low, of each degree, 
Now falling are now riſing: 
Some up, ſome down ; ſome in, ſome out 3 ;- 
Some neither one nor t'other ; 
Sor Fools, Jews, Gentiles, join the rout, | 
And joſtle one another; 
With beige „ DEE 
_ Gee-vp! gee-ho! 3 
Higgledy piggledy ! 
Truth, honour, honeſty ! 
Trim tram! 
Your honeſty's ſcarce, | 
Honour's grown a mere farce, 
And your truth | ! baw! Ka obſalete whim-wa'm b 
- off 


1 
By ups and downs, ſome folks, they ſay, 
Among Grandees have got, fir; * - 
Who were themſelves, but yeſterday, 1 70 
The Lord knows who, or what, fir! 
Lans ſenſs, or pence, in Merit's chair 
They doſe and dream ſupine-o ! 
But how the Devil they came there—— 
That neither you nor { know. - 
With my Heigho ! &c, 
Your Country-maid comes up to town, | 
A ſimple, aukward, body; 
In half a year again goes down, | 
No Peacock half ſo gaudy! ! 
Lord ma'am ! exclaims the Layer s wife, 
With ſcandal ever ready, 
You fee the ups and downs of life 


Have made our Meg a Lady ! 
With my Heigho! c. 


Virtue and Vanity are grown 
Meer buckets in a well, fir; 


The laſt gers up, the firſt gets down, 
As all the World can tell, fir : 


So many downs poor, Virtue meets, 
Her ups fo very few, fir, | 
Tis ſaid ſhe's naked met i' th? kreis, — 


But that is nothing new, ſir. 
With my Heighs ! He. 


Oh! what an age of ups and downs, 
Hey ! ſeven's the main, my Lord thrice knoeks ; 
Lands, Liberties, Manors and Towns, 
Are rattling in.the dice-box ! bs 85 
Up fly the Fools! on ruin bent, 
While they are full in feather; 
Get R. then rumbling down are ſent 


Whoop ! pell-mell all together. 
With my Hei gb. Se. | 


S O N G. 


THE PALACES OF LIQUOR, 
Sung by Mr. Edærin, in the Choleric F. athers. 


OUR Mountain, Sack, your Fi rontiniac, 
Tokay, and twenty more, ſii! 
Vour Sherry, and Perry, which make men merry, 
Are Deities I adore, fir! 
And well may Port 
Your praiſe extort, 
When from his palace forth he comes! | 
And glucks and gurgles ! fumes and NE” N 


Old Rum, Arrack, and Coniac, 
Are known for men of might, fir! 
Nor ſhall Sir Flaſket Florence lack 
A place among my W fir! 
Don Calcavalla | 
Is a noble fellow ! _ 15 
] ben frem, Oe. 
Madeira! Monarch! him I ſing! _ 
And Old Hock! lo! another! | 
Champagne is my moſt Chriſtian King! 
And Burgundy's his Brother ! 
Bold Bordeaux! too, 
Shall have his due! 
2 Se. 
If, als: thus, each Champion may 
80 W laurels gather, 
Gods! what a glorious Congreſs, they, 
When all are met together ! hy 
When, high in ſtate | 
Each Potentate 7 


B 2 Ferth from, Ce. 


CES 
6. 
HRE LONDON MERCER. 


Mercer I am in a very good ſtile, 
Neat and pretty by jingo ! 
I bow and ſmirk, 
I noddle and jerk, 
Then prick up and perk, 
>— And ſimper and ſmile ; 
With my hey dong, ding dong, dingo! 
Lord, J am quite the thing! 


With my hey dong, ding dong, dingo ? 


At Bagnage Wells ſometimes I ſip tea, 
At Iflington ſup, good * 
J ſhut up my ſhop, d = 
And out of town pop, | 
Then dance at a hop; 
Hel hel he! he! hel 
With my hey dong, ding dong, dingo! 
mt Iquie the ching, 
With my hey dong, ding dong, Ange! 


As a dad 2 
8 6 


DICK AND. THE OLD WOMAN» 


Tune—How goes it Brother Jact. 


HENCE comes it, neighbour Dick, 
That you, with youth uncommon. 
Have ſerv'd the girls this trick, 
And wedded an old woman? 


Happy Dick? 


78 T9. 

Each belle condemns the choice _ + -- 
Of a youth ſo gay and ſprightly ; 3 

But we, your friends, rejoice, 1 

That _ have © judg d ſo rightly : 


** 


Though odd t to PS it ounds, _ 
That on three · ſcore you ventur d, 
Yet in ten thouſand pounds 
Ten thouſand charms are e center'd: | 


Happy Dick! 


Beauty, we know, will fade, | 
As doth the ſhort liv'd flower; 

Nor can the faireſt maid | 
Infure her bloom an hour : 


'Then itely you reſign 1 
For ſixty, charms ſo tranſient; 
As the curious value coin 8 
Inne more for being ancient: | | 
3 Happy Dick! 
With joy your ſpouſe ſhall ſee 
The tading beauties round her, 
And ſhe herſelf ſtill be 


= ſame * ark you found her: 
8 | Happy Dick 7 


Oft is the marriage ſtate 
Witn jealouſies attended; 
And hence, through foul debate, 
Are 1 Joys VENTS 


B 3 


Happi Dick? rhe 


Happy Diel 


Happy Diet? 


c Ae. - 
- 


C1 
But you, with fuch 4 wife, 
No jealous fears are under; 
She's your's alone, for life, 

Or much we all ſhall wonder: 


| Happy Dick ? 
Her death would grieve you ſore, 1 
But let not that torment you; 
My life! ſhe'll ſee four-ſcore, | 
If that will but content you : OE NOR 
5 788 Happy Dick ! 
On this you may rely, "He 1 


For the pains you took to win her, 
She*ll ne'er in child-bed die, 


Unleſs the devil's in her: PT” 
e Happy Dick? 
Some have the name of hell 
To matrimony given; 
How falſly you can tell, | 
Who find it ſuch a heaven: | | 
| Happy Dick . 


With you, each day and night 


Is crown'd with joy and gladneſs ; 
While envious virgins bite 
The hated ſheets for madneſs : 


Hapty Dies! 
With ſpouſe long ſhare the bliſs 
nad miſs d in any other; 
And when you've buried this, | 
May you have ſuch another 
= en ES Happy Dick ! 


|, * OM Obſerving 


(9 J), 


Obſerving hence, by you 
In marriage ſucli decorum, 
Our wiier youths ſhall do 


As you have done before em: | | 
Sara Happy Dick! 


” OO ————R I Sar_—_——_—___ 
8 ON G. 


THROW TER! STOCKING, 


2 


1 by Mr. Wilſon in 8 to One.” 


HEN a hands. in the wind; | 
Tho' Miſs is coy, we always find 
At laſt ſhe turns out wond'rous kind, 
Nor thinks à man ſo ſhocking : 
A woman's frowns are but a Jeſt, 
She's angry only to be preſt, 
a then ſhe grants her end le 
To let them throw the ſtocking. 


7 + 4 


While Pudding-fleeves unites their handy 
And fetters both in marriage bands, 
John. grins, and Molly fooliſh ſtands, 
Jo fee the neighbours flock in: 
| But after ſupper John is led, | 
With love and liquor in his head. 
Tuck'd with his Molly into bed, 
Then hey to throw the docking! ! 


The night ſoon paſt, 4 morning come, 
The couple looking queer and 8 2 


He ſays but little, the is dumb, 
B4 


* - # 


6 3) 
The chamber door unlocking: 5 
But Molly, who was once ſo coy, 5 
No longer now conceals her joy: 
She vows all day, for her dear boy, 
She'd tradge without a ſtocking ! 


| _- THE.DANDY of RS 
Sung by Mr. Davies in Two to One. 


HERE is a chambermaid lives in the ſouth, 

So tight, ſo light, ſo neat, ſo gay, ſo handy—o . 

Her breath is like the roſe, and the Pretty e | 
mouth | N 


Of pretty little Tippet is the dandy-o 


Never could I claſp the waiſt of Sukey, Sal, or 8 - 

Their arms ſo red, their ugly legs fo bandy—y ! _ 

Bat ſlim and taper is the Waiſt; the neat and pretty 
leg 


Of pretty 4ictle Tippet is the dandy—o! 


Tippet of the ſouth, if ſhe gives me but a ſmile, 
Chears the cockles 


Each part, each limb, each. look; would. any one- 
beguile, | 


But take her altogether, * the dandy—o! '3 | 
Each part, each limb, each looks would any one 


beguile; 


And 1 little total is 3. dandy—o! | 
: SONG, 


PF 


. 
S Ops 

THE SHOULDER KNOT, 

Sung by Miſs George in T wo 10 Ones 

'OHN tripp'd up the ſtairs by night, ö 
Heigh ho! to Betty got; 

John tripp'd up the Stairs by night, 

Slyly without candle-light : - 


Cries Bett, Who's there Py 
« Tis I, my dear! 


Johnny with his thoulder-knot.” : 


What did fooliſh Betty do? _ 
| Heigh ho ! ſhe knew not what! | 
What did fooliſh Betty do? 
Lifts the latch—in he flew !  - 
When he kiſs' d, | 
Could ſhe reſiſt 
Johnny with his ſhoulder-knor 2 


Madam Maudlin ſoon found out, 
Neigh ho! poor Betty's lot— 
Madam Maudlin ſoon found out — 


4 What's this, ſays ſhe, you' ve been aboat 2”? 


Betty cries, 
And wipes her eyes, 


4 * 


"T0 ROE 


cc The dence was in his ſhoulder-knot y , 
4 5 5 PP 9 v4 F . + 2 * * : #4 


| 
43 


81. PATRICK 's DAY IN THE MORNING. | 


E lads and laſſes, fo buxom and clever, 
Who come from Hibernia, of famous renowny 


Pur on your beK bibs, and be coming together, 


So neatly yourſelves all adorning. 13 
The muſic ſhall be ſweetly playing; 


0 
- > 
4s # 


Each ſhall be e l dona, 5 


GG £4 


[ 4 5 g N * 5 7 . 


fo ? 

Green ſhamrock ſhall ſhine, Sir, 

To make us all fine, Sir, 
Salt fiſh and potatoes 
Shall ſmoak, my dear creatures, 

And nothing be wanting wich there can be faund, 
Full bumpers of whiſkey, _ 
Will make us all friſcey 
on St. Patrick's day in the Morning. 


* 


St. Patrick he was of vaſt nn 0s 
And liv'd a great while, Sir, before he was dead; 


He frighten'd the bug- a- bos out of the nation, 


So none of your ſneering and ſcorning; 
For many things he did moſt truly, 
All as clever as clever could be, 
He baniſh'd the bugs, Sir, 
From blankers and rugs, Sir; 
Ah! hub a boo, Sir, 
What more could he do, Sir? 
Whatever he ſaid, Sir, the blind could not ſee; 
With heart like Shellaly, | 
Then, let us be gaily 
On St. Patrick's day in the morning. 


There's Phelim O'Fagan, and ruddy bac d Paddy, 
With many tall fellows to make up the wake, 
Miſs Blarney will ling with her mammy and daddy, 

And play till the ev'ning's returning ; 
With mirth and muſic, dance and „ 
We will jovial, jovial be, | 
While each pretty miſs, "os "a FARES be 
. We'l ſmuggle and kiſs, Sir, 85 „ 4 
And pull em, and haul * em, 
And tenderly maul'em, _ 
Arrah! whoin the world are fo merry as we 2 
All this to begin, Sir, 
We think it no ſin, Sir. e 
On St Patrick's day in the morning. 


%. 


("82-27 
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THE . TOPER. 


OME, cheer up your hearts, and call for your 
quarts, | 
And let there no liquor be lacking ; . 
We have money in ſtore, and intend for to Went. N 
| Until we have ſent it all packing. ö 
Then drawer, make haſte, and let no time walks, 
- Rut give ev'ry man his due: | 
T'avoid all trouble, go fill the pot double, 
Since he that made one made two. _ - 


Come drink, my hearts drink, na call. for your 
wine, : 
Tiis that makes a man to ſpeak truly; n 
What ſot can refrain, or daily con plain, 
That he in his drink is unruly ? | 
Then drink and be civil, intending no evil, 
If that you'll be ruled 'by me; 
For claret and ſack we never will lack, | 
Since he that made two made three.. 35 


The old curmudgeon ſits. all the day drudging. - 
Athome with brown bread and ſmall beer; 
With ſcraping damn'd pelf, he ſtarveth himſcI6, 

Scarce eats a good meal in a year: 

But we'll not do ſo, howe'er the world go, 
Since that we have money in ſtore; 

For claret and ſack we never will lack, 

+ Since he that made three made four. 


|! Ci ) 

1 Come drink, my hearts, drink, and call for your 
1 wine, 

1 D'you think that Pl 3 you i' the lurch? 

| My reckoning 1'il pay ere I go away, 

N | Or hang me as high as Paul's church, —_ 
1 Tho! ſome men will ſay, this is not thẽ wax 
[| For us, in this world, to thrive; 
is no matter for that, let's have t'other quarts 

Since be that made four made abs 


4 pox 505 old Charon, his nine are all barren, 
His 1iquor (like cofiee) 1 is dry; | 

But we are for wine, tis drink more divine, 
Without it we periſn and die. 

Then troll it about, until tis all out, 
We'll affront him in ſpite of his Styx; ; 

If he grudges his ferry, we'll drink and be merry, 
Since he that made five made ſix. 


But now the time's come, that we all nn go home, 
Our liquor's all gone, that's for certain; 
Which makes us repine, that a god ſo divine, 
Won't give us one cup at our parting. 
But fince tis all paid, let's not be diſmay'd, 
But fly to great Bacchus in heaven; | 
And chide him becauſe he made no better laws, 
Since he that _ fx made leven. | | 


$0NG 


3 
s ON s. 
RP WISH. 


ET W te of flames and darts, 
And all love's lul-la-by ; 
of crying eyes, and cracking en . 
The deuce a bit will I. an” bot Tino 1 
If you are willing, Iam fo too; | 5 
If not, why res no more to do. 
| a la la la / * 


Should you ha in ſorrows guiſe, PE: e 
Ie wear a woeful face; | 
Such maudlin mumm'ry I deſpiſe, 
Mine is no love-fick cafe. 8 
*Tis but my whim, e' en make it thine ; 5 
Then whim to whim, and yours to mine. 
| Fa la la la fe las 


Or, if you think, in \ anda Tali, | | 
Like Jove, Pll pave my way, , "© © 
duch expectations are but vain, | 7 

I've only this to ſay; | 
You've ſomething which I would be at, 
Pve ſomething: too——ſ0 1 tit for tat. 7 
| Fa ia le 7 a la. 


$a 


Your taſte, your talk; I may Ea | 
And praiſe, with truth, your face, 

Your ſpark'ling eyes, that ſpeak deſire, 
And give expreſſion grace. 


Yet there's a but I'll not be bold, 
Nor ſay, That's be than told. 
| Fa 11 5 11 hs. 


ol ” 1 © - 
1 Wall 
5 o 0 . 


TT» 4 
Well "Ws the laſs that I would win, 
And well I ken the road; 
He that is out would fain hes in, 
A patriot a-la-mode.— 
As you are my ſov'reign, grant me e grace, 
Tonly aſk a little N 


Fa la la la fa ls. 


Leaſt ſaid, hop ſay, is mended ſoon ; 
© With you I'll not diſpute ; 
II taſtes the long requeſted boon; 
Tis ſweet, when ſhort's the ſuit. 
Then grant, with grace, the gitt I ſue, 
And let me, without grace, fall to't. _ 
Fa la la a ft la. 


—— — —— — —U 


n 
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K. 


MONEY nun THE FAIR. 


Diſcover'd his flame in a paſſionate tone; 

told her, and bound it with many a curſe, 

He was ready to take her for better, for worſe ; 

Then talk' d of the ſmart, and the hole in his « heart, 
So large one might drive thro? the paſſage a cart, 
But the filly coy maid, to the you's _ amaze. 

ment, 
Sprang away from his arms, and leap's thro? the 
caſement, 


4 POLLO once finding fair 8 — 
e 


He, following, cry'd out, my life and my dear, 
Return to your lover, and lay by your fear; 
You think me perhaps ſome ſcoundrel, or whorſon; 
Alas! I've no wicked deiign on your perſon, 


( us ) - 
Pai: a god: by my trade; young, plump and 2 
; mae $ 
Then let eee thee, and be not afraid. 
But ftill ſhe kept running, and flew like the wind; 
While the poor purſy god came panting behind. 


I'm the chief of Phyſicians and none of the college 
Muſt be mention'd. with me for n and 


knowledge; 
Each herb, flower, and plant; by its name I can 
call, 


And'do more than the beſt ſeventh ſon of them all. 
Wich my powder and pills I cure all the ills, 
That ſweep of ſuch numbers each week in the bills; 
But-ftill ſhe kept running and flew like the Wind; 
While the poor purſy god came panting behind. 


Beſides, I'm a poet, child , into the bargain, 
And top all the writers of fam'd Covent-Garden: 

I'm the prop of the ſtage, and the pattern of wit; 
I ſet my own ſonnets, and ſing to my kit; 

I'm at Will's all the day, and each night at the 

lay; 

And verſes 7 make faſt as hops now they ſay; 3 
When ſhe heard him talk Gas, ſhe redoubled her 
e 

And flew like a whore from a conſtable e freed. 


News had our 3 — (but "na are blind) 

In the language of Lombard- ſtreet told her his 
mind 

Lock, lady, ces here is, tis plenty of money ; ; 

< Odibobs, I muſt ſwinge thee, my joy and my 
honey; 


( 26 ) 
© I'fit next in the chair, and ſhall ſhortly be may'r E = 
Neither Clayton nor Duncomb with me can 

nme | 
Though wrinkl'd as Prim, as defeats as ths devil, 
The god had ſucceeded, the nymph had been civil. 


SO N G. {4 
BE MERRY TO-MORROW. 


LIL you that are e wiſe, and think lie 4 
enjoying, 
Or ſoldier, or tailor, by land or by ſea, 
In loving and laughing your time be employing; 
1 glaſs to your lip, and your. laſs on your 
nee ; 
Come fing away, honeys, and caſt of all ſorrow |! 
Tho? we all die to-day let's be merry to-morrow 
A: hundred years hence *twill be to late to borrow . 
A moment of Time to be joyous and free!! 
. Chorus Come ſong evay honeys, Sc. 


My lord and the biſhop, i in ſpite of their ſplendor, 
When Death gives the call, from their glories | 
muſt part; | 

Your beautiful dame, when the ſummons is ; ſent her, 

0 dela woes the blood ebb from the cheek to the 

eart. 

Then ſing away, honeys, and caſt of your ſorrow ; 

"Tho? you all die to-day, yet be merry to-morrow ; | 

A hundred years hence *twill be too late to borrow 
A cordial to cheriſh the ſorrowful heart! 

| Then  fing away _ y 
r 


©) | 
For riches and honour, then why all this riot, 
Your wrangling, and jangling, and all your 
alarms ? 
Arrah ! burn you, my honeys, yu better be quiet, 
And take, while you can, a kind girl to your. 
arms: 3 
You'd better be ſinging and cating off forrow! 
'Tho? you all die to- ay, ſure, be merry to morrow ! - 
A hundred years hence *twill be too late to borrow 
One moment to 25 and enjoy her ſweet charms 1 


1 ON G. wn 


1ER HEARTY FELLOW. , EY 


FITH- a cheerful eld den, anda merry.0 a 
| ſong, 

And a tankard of porter, I could fit the: night long, 

And laugh at the follies of thoſe: that repine,, © - 

Tho' I muſt drink Poder wle can drink 
wine. | 355 

I envy no SELL be; he ever ſo great; 

Nor ſcorn I the Wretch for his lowly eſtate 3. 

But what I abhor, and deem as a curſe, _ 


Is meanneſs of ſpirit, not 8 in W 25 


1 us, commbunitins, be cheerful.and gays | 
And cheerfully ſpend life's remainder away; 5 


Upheld by a friend, our foes we'll deſpiſe, 53 
— the more we are * the higher we riſe. 
8 O N G. 


6 
8 ON G. 


1 
. 
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3 JOVIAL BA IAX-· 


* lads of true ſpirit, pay courtſhip to claret, 
Releas'd from the trouble of thinking, 

A tool long ago, {aid we nothing could know; 
The fellow knew nothing of drinking. 

To pore over Plato, or practiſe with Cato, 

Diipaſſionate dunces might make us; _ 

a But men, now more wiſe, {elf denial-deſpiſe, 

And live by the leſſons of Bacchus. 

Big-wig' d, in fine coach, ſee the Doctor 3 
He ſolemnly up the ſtairs paces; 

Looks grave —ſmells his e anger to 

„ 

And counts the repeats with grimaces 

As he holds pen in hand, lite and dents are at 

ſtand 

A toſs up whichꝰ party ſhall take us. 6 

Away with ſuch cant. no preſcription we want 

But the nouriſhing noſtrum of Bacchus, 


We jollily join in the practice of wine, 
While miſers midſt plenty are pining; 
While ladies are ſcorning, and lovers are mourning, N 
We laugh at wealth, wenching, and whining. 
Drink, drink, now tis prime, toſs a bottle to time, 
He'll not make ſuch haſte to o'ertake us; 
His threats we prevent, and his cracks we cement, 


By-the ſtyptical balſam of Bacchus, 


What work is there made, by the news-paper trade, 
Of this man 's and t'other man's ſtation ! 


The 


CF 

The 1nns are all bad, and the outs are all mad 3 

In and out is the cry of the nation. 

The politic matter which both parties chatter, 
From bumpering freely ſhan't ſhake us: 

With half-pints in hand, independeat we'll ftand 

To defend Magna CAN of Bacchus, fs 


Be your motions well tim'd ; 'be all charg'd and a. 
| rim” | 8 
Fm care—right and feld nd make ready. : 
Right hand to glaſs join at your lips reſt your wine; 
Be all in your exerciſe ſteady. | 
Our levels we boaſt, when our women we toalt ; 2 
May graciouſly they undertake us!“ 
No more we defire— fo drink and give fire, 
A volley to beauty, and Bacchus 


| -S O N G. 
THE CARD-PLAYERS,| 


T HE Devil mall of his jacket of 1 3 
The Friar he pull'd of his cowl; 

The Devil ſuppos'd him a dunce at the game, 
The Friar thought Satan a fool. 

He piqu'd and repiqu'd him ſo oft, that at * 
He ſwore, by the jolly fat nuns, 

17 cards came no better than thoſe that were paſt, 
Oh! * e Ro ! he n looſe all his buns. 


#4 413 f 8 ON G. 


C 20, 1 
FLEW 4: SONG. 


r ROL IS AND LAUGH. 


ou may do as you will, but I' II fling away 
care; 
Pl ſport with the ſwains, and Pl toy with the fairg 
For j Joys yet unknown I may find ſpringing there, 
And 'tis better by half, love and nectar to quaff ; 
All the taps of my life thus PH frolick and 5 


| Tin lately REN liv'd not & wretched an elf; 
I tended my flocks, and ſought nothing but elf; 
Car'd little for others, but much for RO, 
| But tis better by half, De. 


But wiſhes for more are all fooliſh and vain, 
And thought for to-morrow brings nothing but pain; 
Enjoying to-day I ſhall find the beſt gain: 

£ or 1 Better by half, Cc. 


Come over to me all ye gay or bloaing throes; 
And take it, the way to be bleſt the year long 
Is to weicome ew love, Wine, and - anfering 
ſong: 
And 715 better by hal 7 E 


Then care, with his K's Fg I give to the WG 
To mirth, from this moment, my heart is inclin d 
I'm ſure of my bliſs, for the nymphs will be kind: 
More happy by half, 
Love and nectar to ꝗ 8 
All the days of my life thus Pl frolick aa laugh. 


* VS; IR wed * 2 F 
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E ſons of mighty Nimeod; fam'd i in ay. 

Attend the records of your priſtine glory. 
In Local ſounds join the harmonious lay, | 
And add new pleaſures to Fug 0 "wy 


A 1 R. 


Tune — Aud ten times a day hoop ber 2 * c. 


In annals of old, 

Great Bellus we're told, | 
Gave a race of moſt noble condition; 

Who follow'd the chace, 

And health did embrace, 
For toil was their has Phyſician, G 
Brat 35 , S. 
RECITATIVE. 


To them, the guide plains and ay woods were 


given, 


With calm content, the rareſt gift of heaven, 


The purple grape their beverage, deer their meat, 
For wine and veniſion is a god-like treats 


& $i 


Phimp Bacchus and Venus cheir pleaſures i im- 

pProv'd, 

With ſpirit they drank, and with vigor they 
loy'd; 


n 


The grandſons of Noah were ſtrangers to pain, 
Fo or when tired of loving, they hunted again. 


RE CITATIVE. 


; 


From men like theſe, our ancient order roſe, 

To rancorous ſpleen and diſcord ever zoes z 

Gay as the enliv'ning ſun their ſplendor ſhone, 

And here in Britain, Arthur fix'd their throne; 

In deſert wild, obſcure they wander'd long, 

Nor * the potent Juice nor heard th' inſpiring 
ong. | 


But happier times reftor'd them to this iſle, 
Where beauty, arms and arts with luſtre mile; 
Arabs, Euphrates, Babylonians all, 
Heard freedom's voice, and ſtrait obey⸗ d the call, 
Here fix d their tents, where boundleſs plenty 
reigns, 
Unknown to Afric's ſands, or Aſs fun- burat 
=: Plains. 


A 1 it 


Tune — 2 ye ladies wow at land, Te. 


Hail happy Britain, favourite iſle, 

Where commerce rears her head; 

And joyous Bucks, in freedom ſmile, 
While tyranny hes dead ; 

Protect thy ſons— their wealth encreaſe, 

And crown cch lodge with joy and peace, 


| 
f 

i | 

1 Ss ML | | With e lat, Sc. 
| 


7 


Fg! 


RECITATIVE. 


FF Riſe, brothers, riſe, give * his friendly hand, 
lz be toaſt is Britain's * and our mol noble 
4 Grand, 


F ATR. © | 
Tune Mere was à jolly blade, tc. 


Ve ſons of liberty, 
In chorus join wich me, 

To the health of our Noble Grand; 
And may each brother be 
Gay, innocent and free, 7 


ty 
f And bucks be rever'd through the land. 


Let joy and mirth be here, 
To crown the circling year, 
And ſtaunch to the order ſtand; ; 
We'll gayly drink and fing, 
- Till we make the ceiling ring, 
'Tis the heaith of our Noble Grand. 


Like Nimrod he'll appear, Ts 

When ſeated 1a his chair, 2h £79485 
And his council around hiin ſtand; 

May peace and order reign, 

To crown the happy train 


Of. our noble Grand. 


CHORUS, 


55 : ; 

* | 
= ; os A ; 
=_ i 224 } 
EE. 6 "CHORUS, 


7 ons of liberty, 

H In chorus join with me, 
® © To the health of our noble Grand; 
n And may each brother be 


Gay, innocent and free, 


ky And bucks be rever'd through the land. 
5 N88. 
| „„ 125 


Tune—Ther Was a 3 Bate. 


"HE Festes Kill in life, 


3 For avoiding noiſe and ſtrife, | 
Is to know when a man ſhould be dumb, dumb, 
ie | dumb: 

Fa | When a knave to gain his end, 

( Sifts you to betray your friend, 

= Let your anſwer be only, mum, mum, mum, 

=> Would youtry to perſuade, R 

1 5 A pretty, pretty maid, 

As ripe as a peach or a plumb, plumb, Plumb 

* You've nothing more to do, 


| » ; But to ſwear you'll be true, 
And then you may Kiſs, but be mum, mum, mum. 
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SO Ne; 
THE BUTTER OMA 


A CAN TATA. 


RICITATIVE. 


= -Y7YE blooming maids from Mnemoſyne ſprung, 
. Via my verſe, as when great Virgil ſung; 
Teach me in flowing numbers to relate, 

The fate of Dobbin, and his miſtreſs Kate; 
Teach me with ſympathetic woe to tell, 

What dire miſhap the ruſtic dame befel. 


f 


AIR. 


One morning early in the ſpring, 
When layiocks they were blowing, 

= Wheno'er the lawns the blackbirds ſing, 

And peaſants they were mowing. 


When nature paints the daiſy'd mead, 
With beauty's art excelling, 

Dame Kate got on her founder'd ſteed, 

And left tne ruſtic dwelling. 


X She jog'd along, replete with care, 

And of ſome matter {cheming, 

Summing the profits of her ware, 
Of nought but int'reſt dreaming. 


At length the dame from filence broke, 
And thus began to ſolace, 
hut firſt on Dobbin laid a ſtroke, 
Ihuhhat he might mend his flow pace. T4 
- | "3+ : Eighteen 


pr wane. — heron — —Ä — — — 
„ 


. 


( 26 ) 
Eighteen ſcore new-laid eggs I've brought, 1 
Some chickens hatch'd laſt Eaſter; 2 
My eggs I'll ſell for ten a groat, * 
Each chicken for a teſter. 4 


All theſe will help to buy a cow, 
It I'm not very ſhallow ; 

In time I ſhall have calves enough 
To buy a piece of fallow. 


Who knows, e'er long, I rich may be, 
And wear the fineſt linen; 8 

The parſon, he, may fancy me, 

And then I'll leave off ſpinning. 


Iknow the dames will envy me, 
P11 care not for their gibing, . 

But be as proud as any ſhe, | | 
And wear my ſilks and ribbon, 


RECITATIVE, 


"Twas thus ſhe ended, when a raven's croak 


She heard, deſcending from a neighbouring oak, 


A murrain on that whoreſon croak, ſaid ſhe, 
That curſed noiſe forebodes no good to me: 
Down Dobbin fell, and o' er his batter'd frame, 
Tumbled the mighty caſtle- building dame: 

Her panniers break, her chickens went aſtray, 
And her maſh'd eggs beſtrew d the dirty way; 
Sprawling ſhe lay, from head to foot beſmear'd, 


Her kerchief torn, and her poſteriors bar*'d.— 
do Cloacina, when ſhe rears her head, 
* Above the ſtagnate water's putrid bed, 


«« With yellow filth of od'rate common ſewer, 


« Her matted hair and face is daub'd all o'er ;” N 
8 


r 


(27 9 


she heav'd a figh, which aſk'd a quick relief, 
Then thus in plaintive ſtrains declar'd her grief, 


* 


AIR. 


Oh, my bones are all ſore, 


And my cloaths are all tore, 
I never was in ſuch a pickle, 
My belly is bare, 
And my back, I declare, 
Dame fans 7 is wond' rous fickle. _ 
Cho. Tol de ER] 


Curs'd Dobbin, tis you, 


That's made this to do, 
For had you ſtood firm on > your legs, 
All had been well, 
I never had fell, 
But got ſafe with my chickens and 50 
Tol de rol. 


Oh, terrible fate, 
That I, who ſo late, 
Thought of nothing but pleaſure to come, 
Should ſprawl in the road, 
All beſmear'd like a toad, 
From the crown of the head to the bum. 


Tol de rol. 


Oh, ye gods, how I ache ! 
Now I ſee my miſtake, 
Had I ta'en the ſure-footed mare, 
Left Dobbin at graſs, 
In the lane with the aſs, 
The market I'd reach'd with my ware. 
Tel de rol, 
C 2 ; Should 


e 
Should it come to the ear, 


The neighbours would ſneer, 
The village We ald make me a jeſt; 


Pray heav'n none's nigh, RH 

My mis/{ortune t » ſpy, * 

And I'll evermore act for the beſt. 'M 

Tal de rol, 1 

| 8: O N. 1 
| THE CHIMNEY SWEEPER. 3 


HE greateſt of bleflings of life as we paſs, 1 

: Is a bruſh in a chimney, and cheriſhing glaſs, 
To heighten our ſpirits, and cauſe them to flow, 3 
And give us freth vigour to ſweep as we go. 

Tho? I ſweep to and fro“ I'd have you to know, 

We all love to ſweep in the chimney below. 


— — — 


My lady ſhe "RE with the ſteward you know, 
My lord he ſweeps with the de——l knows who, 
There's Johnny ſweeps Betty, and Betty ſweeps 
| | John, 
And it thro? the PRI and kitchen does run. 

75 1 ſweep, Tos 


—— th. rai — ops — — oneip meg "gi 


Here's a chimney from Germany, if you'll preſume 
To ſweep it, "ay then you muſt bring a ſcoten 
broom, 

| Whoſe handle is alt; and firſt had its root, 


"T wee a couple of ſtones in the iſland of B—te. 
The' I ay Te 


E - 

| - The 
| 

| 


* 
"_ 


5 


Tu: chimney ſo tempting each night to be ſeen, 
By the pains that they take you d ſwear they were 
clean; -{ V 
But be not deceiv'd, for tis true, by my ſoul, _ 
For by frequently ſweeping, they often grow foul, 
| 755 I faweep, We 


The fair city dames now think mean for to go 

To Haberdather's-hall, but muſt hie to Soho, 

And challenge at Weeping, my lady or grace, 

For they'll handle a broom with the beſt in the 
place. 0 Tho I feweep,' Oc. 


Here's ſweeping above ſtairs, and ſweeping below, 
And the 2 he ſweeps his maid Sally, you 
| now; „„ 10 zv6t a4 151 5 
And Sal ſweeps the clerk, and ſhe tells him the fun, 
And the clerk he tells madam, who ſweeps in re- 
= r HOP? Thu 1 ſweeps Sc. 
Thus we ſweep and are ſwept, thro? life as we paſs, 
May it ſtill be the comfort and toaſt of each glaſs, 
> It's cuſtom ſo ancient, fo pleaſing a ſport, 
> Beſides, it's the faſbion to follow the court. | 
m_ 3 The' 1 feeep, Cc. 
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THE WEEK'S WORK. 


M wife ſhe died laſt Saturday nights 
I buried her on the Sanda 
1 courted another, in coming from chureh, 
And married again on Monday. 
„ On 


2 
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(8) 
On Tur/tay after, I ſtole a horſe ; 
On Weane/day apprehended ; 


On Thur/day, I was tried and caſt ; _ 
| And To-morrow the week will be ended. "7 
THE HOUSE OF HUR FATHER, bp 


IT Llantavre, Got 5108 hur; : a place of renown, 9 
Hur was brought up, and Ren "twas a prafe 
| gallant town ; 


[OG Boc Ds ein AED "er. — — —ä — — — — 


[ Hur father, Got pleſs hur, did keep a 200d houſe E 

| "Whove never was lack of goot putting and ſouſe. "3 
il 7 
wh WO 
1 Oh the houſe of hur father, Bur father's goot houſe, 3 
| Where never was lack of goot putting and ſouſe, > 
iſ Prafe barra-mennin and goot barra- choauſe, F 
il And was it not, look Jou, a plentiful houſe. | 1 
i Hor Ghar; Got pleſs hur, Was. prafe gallant man, 


A ſhentleman, look you,—and Morgan hur name; 

Great wonders hur did in the wars of the place, 

Which caus'd many ſcars in hur worſhip's goot 
face. 


. Oh the houſ of hur father, &c. 
So great was hur might, hur ſtrength, and hur 


power,, 
For hur ſprung from the loins of Great Owen Glen- 

dur 7 : 75 
Hur flew many ſhiants, reliev'd many adds, 5 


A knight of great valoar, but a cobler by — 
Oh = houfe of bur 18 & — 


1 


Of dunnocks and goats bur had got ſtore and plenty; | 

Of leeks a great garden, with cabbages dainty, 

An old woodcock's bill for a pipe with goot li- 
quor, | a; 

To comfort hur noſe when hur ſat in hur wicker. 

| Ch the houſe of bur father, Cc. 


Now hur father was tead—oh peace to her relique, 
Hur was dead of the wind in hur guts and the colic, 
Hur houſe, goats and chattles hur left to nur fon, 
Who was look'd at by ali as a triving young man. 
Oh the houſe of hur father, &c. 


But the firſt of great March, on St. Taffid's great ; 
day, . ; 
As thorough Llantavre hur took hur beſt way, 
With hur leek in hur hat, to ſhow hur was going, 
With Shenkin and Morgan, and Watkin and 
Owen, 


Ob the houſe of hur father, Te 


Now as hur was paſſing the folks all among; 
Sweet Winnefred's face hur beheld in a throng ; 
St. David i how great was poor Hughy's ſurprize! 
When hur felt the ſharp nettles that ſhot-trom hur 
eyes. = 
Oh the marvellous eyes of abeet Winnefred Shones, 
Which makes bur fit ſopping with fighing and groans, 
Making bur moans, with fighings and greans, 
Oh the marvellous eyes of faveet Winnefred Shones. 


'The very firſt ſhaft hur receiv'd from hur quiver, 
Weat thorough hur breaſtbone and ſtuck in hur 


liver, . 
Hur 


— wits a4 — — ww 


—— nn re 


A 
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Mur ploot poil'd and puppled and glow'd in a trice, 
But Winnefred's, look you, was frozen as ice. 

Oh the marvellous eyes, We, 


By Cheſu hur ſwore hur wou'd pluck up a courage, 
tur went to hur and ſwore hur was good as leek 
porrage, | | 
But hur gitalet hur cock'd with an eye of diſdain, 
Wich pierc'd hur heart thorough and thorough 
aguin, 1 
8 Oh the marvellous eyes, We, 
Cot ſplutter hur ſwore, for hur was in a paſlion, 1 
Hur would hate all ſuch jades as the plagues of the 
nation : 
But the flut was ſo cruel hur ſpit in hur face, 
A ſign hur was lack of goot preeding and grace, RX 
Oh the damnable ezes of Miſs Winnefred Shones, 


Bo now hur will pack up her alls and be going, A 
And leave off ſuch priples and praples as loying, 1 
Farewel to Llvantavre of faireſt renown, by: 


Hur'll ſeek nur goot fortune in London fine town. I I 
Then adieu to the houſe, oh hur father's fine houſe, 
Where never was lack uf goot putting and fouſe, 7 
Prafe barra-minnin and goot barra-chowſe 3 1 
Oh, was at not lock you—a plentiful houſe ? 7 


SONG. 
D OODLE boo. 
Tune, Every W fine Ladies flirting, 
OUNGLINGS fond of female chaces, 


* Mount on hopes in wedlock's races, 


Some for fortune, {ome for faces. | 
Doodle, docdle, doo, Or. 


68 


Oh! th' extatic joys which flow, ſir, ov? ad 


Whea two fouls congenial glow, ſir. 


This above, and that below, iirs ., , 
. en bo aa Doodle, doodle, dl vo, De. 


Each 0 each, like wreſtlers, twining 
Each with each engagement Joining, - 
Now Nerd 8 now Ol a. 50555 
5 > neee e 42 7 & Co 


When imparadiz'd theyre pairing,” 
Ev'ry nerve ſtretch'd to its bearing, 
, knowing what or wherein. 


Doodle, doodle, doo, Tc. 


* * 1 
9 #« > 4 Fi 


F ainting, nn thrilling— 

She —obedient waits, and willin | 

But he's out of breath with billing. | 
Doodle 4 deadle, des) © Sc, 


4 


Fain the fair — ly Aer 


Looking love but he don't — 
Rather enen ſhally. 


. 
+ © * a * 


Kiſſing, cmiling, "ON cries—/o / 61 
Go, you naughty ae at go 05 - 
While he in out—eb / ah ob ob! 
1 | Doodle, un. doo, & 7 


. 
— 


© This indeed too oft 1 1 is, 


89 3 


Men will furibus fall on faces, 
Taen fall of Herten. | 
Devil, doodle, doo, TA c. 
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All the work they make with woings, ' . 
Couplings, changings, curſings, en 
* but doodle doodle doings. cone 


Doodle, 4; 5 4 : Ti . 


Falling back, then falling to, ſir, 
We, like babies, beauties woo, ſir, 
owe is cock a Dons os; „ wot .: | 
| Doodle, doo. Ne, Fa ifs, c. 


* — * 
1 0 — Inn: 7 
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8 ON, Gs. 
| BARTHOLOMEW, FAIR, 


Tune — bung Strephon he Went t'other day to the wake. 


HILE gentlefolks fra in their ſilver and 
ſattins, h 

We poor folks that tramp it in ſtraw hats and 

attens, - 

As merrily, old Engliſh ballads can eding-o, ; 

As they in their opperores outlandiſh ling-o ; 

Calling out, bravo, encoro, and caro, 

Tho'f 1 will ſing nothing but Bartleme fair-o. 


Here firſt of all, _Erowds againſt other crowds 


driving, | 
Like wind and tide meeting, each contrary Bris” : 


Here's fiddling and Huting, and ſhouting and 


ſhrieking, 

Fife's, trumpets, drums, bag pipes, and barrow 
girls ſqueaking: 

My rare round and found), here's choice of fine 
ware: o, 

Though all is not ſound bought a at Bartleme Fair-o. 
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Here are drolls, hornpipe- dancing, and en of 
ſtures ; 
Plumb-porridge, black puddings, and op: ning of 
oyſters; 
The tap- houſe gueſts ſwearing, and gall'ry folks 
ſqualling, 
With ſalt. boxes, ſolos, and mouth-pieces bawling ; 
Pimps, pick-pockets, ſtrollers, fat landladies, 
ſailors, 
Bawds, bullies, jilts, jockies, thieves, tumblers and 
on cs 


Here' O Punch's whole play of the gunpowder-plot, 
fir, 

Wild beaſts all alive, and peaſe-porridge hot, fir : 

Fine ſauſages fry*d, and the black on the wire; 

The whole court of France, and nice pigs at the 
fire. 

The ups and downs, who'll. take a ſeat in the 
chair-o, 

There are more ups and downs than at Bartelme 
Fair-o. 


Here s Whittington's cat, and the tall dromedary, 

The chaiſe without horſes, and the Queen of Hun- 
gary 

The merry go rounds, come who rides, come who 
rides; s 

Wine, beer, ale, and cakes, S besides; | 

The fam'd learned dog that can tell all his letters, 


And ſome men, as ſcholars, are not much his 


hetters. | | 


This world's a wide fair, where we ramble ” mong 
gay things; 

Oar paſſions, like children, are temptoi by play- 
things, 


1 
By ſound and by ſhew, by traſh and by trumpery, 
'The fal-lal's of Faſhion, and Frenchify'd frumpery. 
Life is but a droll, rather wretched than rare-0, 
And thus ends the ballad of Bartleme Fair-o. 


— — 
SONG. 
A DRINKING SONG. 
Tr about the briſk boavl. 
OME let us begin, for the clock has ſtruck 


ten, 
Leave fooling, and take of your glaſs— 
He that will not, I'm ſure (tho? he looks like a 
man) 
Deſerves to be reckon'd an aſs, an aſs, | 
| Deferves to be reckon'd an aſs. 


Then let us be jovial and drink, fing and laugh, 
Let meagre deſpair ſigh, alas! 

Fill the bumper, and he that drinks up but the half, 

Dieſerves to be reckonꝰd an aſs. 


Take your glaſſes in hand, a fig for each elve, 
Give the toaſt of ſome fav'rite laſs : 
We'll pledge it, and he that does ſtart before z4velne 
Dtieſerves to be reckon'd an aſs. 


Come, give us a ſong, that is lock'd well with fun, 
Our time let it merrily paſs : 
Be merry, I ſay, he that ſtarts before one, 
Deſerves to he reckon'd an aſs, 
Here, 


. 


5 


I 
4 3 
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8 free from our cares, let us pleaſure purſue, 
Look on money as nothing but braſs; 
Come lads, drink about, he that ſtarts before tau 

Deſerves to be reckon'd an aſs. 


Who rules will preſcribe for ſuch ſpirits as we, 


Their ſcheming is all but a farce; 
Whilſt liquor enough he that ſtarts before three 
Deſerves to be reckon'd an aſs. 


S. 0 MN. 4 
THE WONDER. 


Tune - Since Life's but a Teſt. 


| Wonder! a wonder! a wonder I'll ſhew, 
A You'll wonder indeed when this wonder you 


__ know, 
We are wonderful high and as wonderful low, 
Which * can deny. 


We always are wondring at ev'ry thing new, 

The good things we wonder at rich people do, 

*Tis a wonder indeed if ſuch wonders are true, 
Which nobody can deny. 


Some wonderful folks make a wonderful rout, 
While ſome blunder in, other folks blunder out, 
We wonder what blunderer: can be about, 

Which nobody can drags 


= 
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One fide ſays the times are ſo good they are glad; 
The times, ſays the other fide, ne er were io bad; 
No wonder if this fide or that fide is mad, 

. 97 nobody can deny. 


Far the times, I ſome patriot 8 propoſe.— 
That our taxes be leſs, and we wear plainer cloachs; 
And that ev'ry wearer may pay what he owes, 
Which nobody can deny. 


Imprimis,. — reflect on the taxes on . 

On cards, and the claret we waſte at our meals; 
Theſe grievances both parties equally feels, 
Which nobody can deny. 


To be ſure we muſt own it is curſed provoking, 

To ſee how ſome people their vices are cloaking, 
While virtue—bat, neighbours, don't Tink I a 
Joxing, = 


Which nobody can deny. 


For my grandfather ſaid, and his name is rever'd, 
That his father's father had oftentimes heard, 

How virtue, when he was a ſchool-boy, appear'd, | 
Which oy can deny. 


She fled, without leaving behind her directions, 

*Twas in vain, ſhe obſerv'd, to oppoſe ſuch con- 
nections, 3 

As turtle-feaſts, cuckoldoms, cards, and elections, 

Which nobody can deny. 


You may think me ſevere, but indeed you think 
wrong, ; 

I promis*'d a wonder at firſt in my ſong, 

And the wonder 1s— How cou'd you liſten ſo long? 
>, 4 bich _— can deny, 


; a 
N 1 
3 


a 
8 O0 N 
THE MERRY FELLOW. 


E that will not merry merry be 
With a gen'rous bowl and a toaſt, 
May he in Bridewell be ſhut up, es: 
And fait bound to a poſt, 


Let him be merry merry there, 
And we'll be merry merry here; 
For who can know where we ſhall go 
Jo be merry another year? 


He chat will not merry merry be, 
And take his glaſs in courſe, 
May he be obliged to drink ſmall beer, 
With ne er a penny in his purſe. 
Let him be merry, Se. 


He that will not merry merry be, 
With a comp'ny of jolly boys, 
May he oe plagu' d with a ſcolding wife, 
To ee him with her noiſe. 
Let him be mei 2 Se. 


He that will not merry merry be 
With his miſtreſs in his bed, 
Let him be buried in the church-yard, 
And me 2 in his ſtead. | 
” - Lge __ Fr merry, & e. 


8 ON. 


( 4) 
Ss. .0- 0 45. 


THE JOLLY MILLER. 


OW happy a ſtate does the miller poſſeſs, 
Who would be no greater, nor fears to be 
leſs; 
On his mill and himſelf he depends for ſupport, 
Which is better than ſervilely cringing at court. 
Which 15, Oe. 


What tho' he all duſty and whiten'd davs _ 
The more he is powder'd, the more like a beau; 
A clown in his dreſs may be honeſter far, 
Than a courtier who ſtruts in his garter and ſtar. 
Than a courtier, Ic. 


ſeen, 
The hands of his betters are not very clean; 
A palm more polite may as dirtily deal, \ 
Gold in handling will ſtick to the fingers like 
meal, 
Gold i in ; handling, oY 2 


What then, if a W for dinner he lacks, 
He cribs without ſcruple from other men's ſacks; 
In this ſort, of right noble examples he brags, 
Who borrow as treely from other men's bags. 


Who re. Sc. 


Or ſhould * endeavour to heap an cſtate, 

In this too he mimics the tools of the ſtate 

Whoſe aim is alone their own coffers to gl, 

As all us concern's to bring griſt to his mill. 

As all his, 1 Gs 


* 


Tho' his hands are ſo daub'd they'r not fit to be 


L 
r 
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He eats when he's hungry and drinks when he's 
And down when he's weary contented does he 
Then riſes up chearful to work and to fing 3 

If ſo happy a miller then who'd be a king? 


8 W W 
THE GENERAL HUN. 


O horſe, ye jolly ſportſmen, 
| And greet the new-born Day 
Inceſſant, lo! thro? nature's field, | 
Each creature hunts his prey. : 
| And a hunting, ts 
Dame nature teaches Reynard, craft 
T' o'er-reach the feather'd flocks ; 
And we purſue the chiding dogs, 
While they run down the fox. 
| | And a bunting, Ce. 


Mankind hunt one another ; | 
Your great men hunt the ſmall ; | 
Some hunt for heaven, and ſome for hell; 
Old Satan hunts us all. | | 
„ And a hunting, Ce. 


Some fain would hunt for honour, 

A game that's hard to find; 
The needy hunt for charity, 

And may go hunt the wind, | | 

5 And a huniing, &c. 


| 
| 


——ä —ñ——— 


1 


Our patriots loudly bellow, 
The nation's deſp'rate caſe, 


While all their ſtir and buſtle's made 


In hunting out a place. a 
And a hunting We, 


Full ery the tories hunt the whigs, 
Who in their turn purſue ; 
And running one another down, 

Run down their country too. 


Th And a hunting. Cc. 
The lawyer hunts out quibbles, 


Your title to maintain ; | 
He'll hunt the right *till it be wrong, 
Then hunt it back again. * 
5 | And a hunting, &c, 


The toper daily hunts his pot, 
Both care and ſenſe to drown ; 
Whilft gameſters hunt another's purſe 
And loſe ſight of their own. | 
RE And a hunting, Ce. 


The laſſes hunt their lovers, 


Each lover hunts his laſs; 
The fop in chace of his dear face, 
Hunts out his looking-glaſs. | 


And a hunting, Se. 


O'er hill and dale with hound and horn, 
Let's hunt boys while 'tis light; 

Then joyous we'll o'er flowing bowls 
Revive the chace at night. 


And a hunting, &c. 


i 
58 O NG. 
LITTLE ITTTY 


HE farmer” s dog leap't over the . 
His name was little Bingo. | 
The farmer's dog leap't over the ſtile, 
His name was little Bingo. 
Bwith an I—I with an N, 
N with a G—G with an O; 
His name was little Bingo: 
B—I—N-G—O ! 
His name was little Bingo. 


The "et Jov'd a cup of good ale, 
He call'd it rare good n 


The — lov'd, &c. 


And is not this a ſweet little fong 2 
I think it is by Jingo. 


And is not ws &c. 5 | 
7 with an I, &c. 
8 ON 6. 


THE MERRY. SAILOR. 


OW pleaſant a ſailor's life paſſes, 
| Who roams o'er the watery main; 
No treaſure he ever amaſſes, 


But cheerfully ſpends all his gain: | 
| - We're 


—äã n — 


—— ́— — — — ̃ —ꝛlf— «% „%.2ev 


—ͤ——— — — 


The world is a beautiful | 7 wor. 


— — —  — —— - 


EY © 
We're ſtrangers to party and faction, 
To honour and honeſty true, 
And wou'd not commit a baſe action 
For power and profit in view. 


Chorus.—Then why ſhould we quarrel for riches, 
Or any ſuch glittering toys ? 
A light heart, and a thin pair of breeches, 
Goes thorough the world, brave ” J. 


Enrich'd with the bleſſings of life; 
The toiler with plenty rewarding, 
Which plenty too often breeds ſtrife. 
When terrible tempeſts aſſail us, 
And mountainous billows affright ; 
No grandeur or wealth can avail us; - 


But ſcilful induſtry ſteers right. | 
Cho.—T hen why ſhould wwe, We. 


The courtier's more ſubject to dangers, 
Who rules at the helm of the ſtate, 


Than we, who to politics ſtrangers, . 


- Eſcape the ſnares laid for the great. 
The various bleſſings of nature, 
In various nations we try; 


No mortals than us can be greater, 


Who merrily live till we die. 
Cho.—7 ben awhy ſhould wve, c. 


* 
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$ O NG. 
NAN AND JACK. 
Written by the late Harry Howard. 


S Billingſgate Nan was adjuſting her fiſh, 
A Jack Roe, from whoſe boat there came many 
a diſh, 

Beheld the young leerer with countenance odd, 
And aſk'd if ſhe wanted a bargain of cod. 
Derry down, &c, 


With a ſnap of her FRET and turn of her head, 
She anſwer d, ſhe knew very well what he ſaid ; 
But the bargain at preſent was not quite the thing, : 
As ſhe'd got a _ ſtock of moſt excellent ling. 

| Derry down, Tc. 


My maid, then cry*d Jack, who was ty' d by love's 
tether, 
Let us put our commodities now both together; ; 
My cod and your ling, if you'll take my advice, 
Will fetch 1 in love's market, a very good price. 
Derry denon, Its 


As red as a lobſter her countenance grew, 

Not ſalmon had ever ſo charming a hue ; 

That he'd fiſh for her always, he ſwore by his ſoul, 

And, without more ado, had a ſmack at her jole. 
Derry down, Tc, 


He found by the ſmack, ſhe was ready to melt, 
And call'd her his gudgeon, his cray-uih and melt; ; 


To 


(:& 9 


To his boat then he took her, and puſh'doff his 
keel, | 


: And twiſted about her, juſt like to an eel. 


Derry down, r. 


His net in the Themes while he n y leaves, 


And not in the leaſt fearful of winds or waves; 
Plump Nan with her baſket makes vocal the ſtreets, 
And will ſnew her fine fiſh to each one that ſhe 
meets. | 
Derry down, &c, 


Induſtrious and, cheerful they paſs ev'ry day, 
There is few in high life are ſo happy as they; 
At night they will frolick, will drink, and will ſing, 
She's pleas'd with his cod, he's pleas'd with her 
ling, | 
Derry down, Cc. 


. 
FRENCH MILLENER. 


Pretty french millener ow'd me ſome money, 
Which ſhe promis'd to pay in a manner quite 
funny: 
She told me one day, in a manner bewitching, 
Monſieur, me will pay you your money in ſtitching. 
Derry down, Cc. 


Me can make you ſome ſhirts a-la-mode Parte, 


Vid the ruffles ſo fine you never did ſee : 


Mine trade is to hem, and to whip, and to ſtitch 
Repondez, 8 you look black as piſh, _ 
Derry down, 5c, 

I told 


( 47 ) 
J told her I wanted no ruffles nor ſhirts, 
Reſolving no more to deal with ſuch flirts ; 
She quickly reply'd, den Monſieur, if you won't, 
Begar, den me never can ſettle my conte. 
: Derry dewn, &c, 


S Ä 


SONG UPON SONGS. 


OME every briſk ſoul, 
Who delights in a bowl, 
In mirth, or what to it belongs ; 
Attend to my verſe, 
While here I rehearſe, 
To pleaſe you, a ſong upon ſongs. 


But firſt I declare, 
To him that will hear, 
This little original ſong, 
Let him think what he will, 
Nought offenſive or ill | 
Is contain'd in my ſong upon ſongs, 


Great ſtateſmen conceal 
Their ſchemes wheel in wheel, 
And under diſguiſe commit wrongs z 
I nobody hurt, 
But contribute to ſport, 
By writing this ſong upon ſongs» 


The boiſterous knave, 

Who pretends to be brave, | | 
And boaſts of his fights, and ding -dongs ; 

When put to the teſt, 

How fallen his creſt, 


And his courage a ſong upon ſongs, 


( 48 ) 
The clergy reſort 
To ſuperiors at court, 
And crave for fat livings in throngs; 
While I, with low aim, 
Aſpire to fame, 
In ſeribbling a ſong upon ſongs. 


Taſte differs in all, 

In great and in ſmall, 
A hobby-horle to all belongs, 

A girl, ball, or play, 

A review, or birth-day, : 
Or even a ſong upon ſongs. 


Guitars with ſome ſuit, 
Some a fiddle or flute, 

And ſome love a poker and tongs; 
Some admire duettos, 
And others cantatos, 

And others 15 ſong upon ſongs. 


If; Let all who've the f pleen, 

i} Buy this magazine, 

il Such property to it belongs; 
Twill give them a cure, 
As certain and ſure 

As this is a ſong upon ſongs. 


nn —_— — 


ö 
| But if you proceed, 
It And continue to read, 
Each ſong to which this book 8 95; 
j| You'll own, I believe, | 
fl Many pleaſures can give, 
- Beſides this our ſong upon ſongs. 


9 
s ON 6. 


THE CIRCUM BIBBER BNN. 


Song by Mr. Bamifter in abs See W. | 


HO! I can't with quite 1 
And in figure of „ 
Still circling, my legs do their ey . 


— 


You'll always obſerve, bn 1h 

That cemular ures „ ins 
Is reckon'd x true line of beauty. „„ 

Of Orpheus they tell, * 

(He who fiddled fo well) . 


That his notes made hills, ce HL trees eber: 
Sol can in my Way, 


W hen a Solo lay, ? 
damen em dance ll as: well a as that Seraer. 


| Tho! at thr on a ſurvey, 5 
Things ſeem topſey-turvey, 

When your us'd to't,.they don't lock ſo rightful ; 
Still they move, more or leſs ; 
And good judges confeſs, - 

Moving proſpects are always delightful, 

Ide world's circular motion, 

I'm ſure's no falſe notion; 

For tho” ſober I ne' er could believe it, » 
Truth in wine, boys, 1s found, Woe 2 


Now I'ſec it turns round 
He that's drunk can moſt plaialy perceive it. 5 


* SONG. 
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Sung by Miſs Jordan, in the Strangers at Home. 


W EN firſt I began, ſir, to ogle the ladies, 


And ſoft nothings to ſay as a pretty fellow's 
trade is; 5 . 
Whilſt with rapturous praiſes I dwelt on each 
feature, MT | | 
If I ſtole a fly kifs—'twas fye, you wicked creature; 
But ſoon in tones lower and ſofter and ſweeter, 
Half pleas'd they wou'd whiſper—fye, you wicked 
creature. | 9 


Indeed my attractions no gallantry needed, | 
Each Evening new conqueſts to conqueſts ſucceeded; 
Perplex'd how ſo many fond claims I ſhould parry, 
To ſettle them all I reſolv'd, faith, to marry; 
And preſs'd lovely Laura, in language ſtill ſweeter, 
Till bluſhing, ſhe whiſper'd—T'm your's, you 
wicked creature. P37 | 


THE CAUTIOUS LANDLADY., | 
\ 5 landlady Dobbins, a Whitfieldhite pure, 
At Meeting one Sunday delay'd, 


Coming home unexpected, ſhe caught on the floor, 
Her Tapſter with Dolly the maid, 


She 


C 


(. 3 
She y to the Jadle, the poker, and ſpicy 3 
But at laſt ſhe began to proceed, 3 
Sure Satan himſelf of the bottomleſs. pit We 
Will avenge ſuch a damnable deed.” 


Pack eff, thou damn'd deg, or Ill give chip 2 dovee | 
Avaunt with thy Babylon whore 

What, when I have twenty good beds in my . 
0 do fuch a thing on the | floor, 5 


| BRIDEWELL'S een 5 — bus 
Sung by Mr. Edwin, in the Choice of . 


"E * ; ye Pads; ye Divers, and all upon 
the lay, 
In Tothill-Fields gay therp-walke, like lambs ye 
ſport and play, 
Rattling up your darbies, come hither at my call, 
I'm Jigger Dubber here, and you're welcome to 
_ Dell. 


Mi my tow row, &c. 


At your infyrance-office the flats you've taken i in 3 
The game you: ve play'd, my kiddy, you' 're ny 
ſure to win: | 


| Firſt you touch the ſhiners—the number ap 70 


break, 
With your n — — ] 1 4 not ** your neck, 
t, my 10% row, Cc. 
D 2 The 


— 


£ . 


My ma'am, you're of the fair fex, ſo welcome to 
Mill Doll; 
The cull with you, who'd venture into a ſnoozing 


Like Blackamoor Othello, ſhould put out the light, 
\ With my tow ra, Oe. 
I think, my gaby coachman, that you'll take 
Not for a little bub 1 the gang apon your fires | 
Your j Jazy pays the garniſh, unleſs the fees you tip, 


Tho' you're a; flaſhy. 6020KAns ore the gagger 
holds the | 


We're Scataps, we're Pads, we're” Divers, v we re all 
I Tothill-fields g gay ſheep.v walk, like lambs we 


Rattling up our darbies, we're — at your call, 
You are Jigger Dubber here, and we're forc'd for 


5 


” a 
” 
£ 


(. 58 
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Black Moll ; 


ken, 


and n 


better care, 


Whip. 


The French with trotters nimble, could fly from 

Enghſh blows,” 

And they've got: nimble dalle, as Monſitur 
plainly ſnews: 

Be thus the foos-of Britainbang a, a, than day 

Monſieur, 

The hemp you're Wen we will make Four 
ſolitaire. ; 


27 


92 * +> 3 = 


18 56 


With my tow row, Oe. 


My peepers, who've we WE now! why this is ſure 


With: my tod row, Se. 


CHORUS. 


upon the lay, 


ſport und play; 


to — Doll. 


2 1 


With my tow row, Oc. 


6 
THE BRUSH-MAK ER. 


2 a young adi launch'di into liſe, 
And want to poſſeſs a choice thing call'd a wife; 
Yet my efforts the women regard not à ruſh, 

When I a&'d them the stig. they all bid me 


. 
nnn auen down, Oc. | 


I courted Cherie whaſe father I candles, 
Commending her hand while lang /ixes { ſhe handles ; 
Some freedoms I took, which provoking a bluſh, 
She alarm's theold man, A ne forc d me to Graſßp. 
"Derry down, Fs 


of Pricella the fair, I next made an acai P 
When boaſting of noſe, and the ſtrengthof my back; 
With hopes of ſucceſs I began to be fluſh, 
But ſhe at mt on, refus d me a bruſh. 

| | Derry down, on 


In this ſad aw what courſe could I Abert 2 
The fex are ſo crael, ſo coy, fo ſevere; © 
I apply'd to young Kitty, who bade. me be huſh, 
And ſaid, to 250 me, ſhe'd grant me a bruſh. 

: . Derry corps Se. 
L often repeat theſe ſwoeet viſits to Kate, | 
Who rejoices to ſee me bath early and late 
The prieſt ſhall ſay grace, and we'll bruſþ-7t about, 
At morn, noon, and night, "till the bruſh is worn out. 
TT BOSS Derry down, Ec. 


* 
Po 
2 1 


D 3 | S ON G. 


(4 2) 
$ O N, G. 


THE KENNEL eee. 


HO' I ſweep to and fro, old iron to find, 
Braſs pins, ruſty nails, they are all to my 
mind ; 
Yer T 1 ſound heart true to great George our 
ing; 
And tho* ragged and poor, with clear conſcience can 
ling. 
The I fee to and fro, yet Pd have you to know, 
| There are ſaueepers in high li ife as well as in low. 


The ſtateſman he ſweeps in his coffers the blunt, 
'That ſhould pay the poor ſoldiers that bonour de 
hunt; | 
The action, tho? dirty, he cares not a ſtraw, 
- So he * but the oy the rabble may jaw. 
"4 2 GS . Oc. 


Lm told that the parſon, for I never go, 

To hear a man preach what he'll never ſtick to; 
»Tis all for the ſweepings he tips ye the cant, 
You might pray by youriclves. elſe, depend Sirs, 


upon . 

| 7e 1 faweep,: Ice 

One ſweeps you from this life you cannot tell where. 
And what place you go to the doctor don't care, 


So he brings in his bill, your long purſes to broach, 
Then he laughs in his deere: as he rides in his coach, 


730 I faveep, Se. 


Tour 


( 55 ) 


Your counſel may plead, but pray what is it for, 

His eye's on your fob, whilſt he chatters the law; 3 

Tongue-padding, he rakes ye and ſweeps you quite, 
| clear 5 

Of what 8 better than iron you need not to fear. 


5 94 oo =4. The, et, Yee 

But honeſty's beſt in i Sho ſtation. we are, 

For the grand ſweeper, Death, we can ſooner pre- 
pare ; 

Your ſtateſman, your parſon, your phyſic and law, 

When Death takes. a Aren are no more than a chaw.. 
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"MOLE. THOMPSON 's — 4597 
HERE i is a act t faving 5 long e, in 41 
Applied to the fooliſh, the vain, and profuſe, 
MT ſounds empty, wrote a witty young ſpark, + 
Comes another and conſtrues it Moll 'F hompſon” 8 
mark. 
: v bt Derry doaun, c. 
= As che mark of Moll Thompſon, fore — doth 
bear, | 
W hich gents in appearance do too often wear, 
Let's toſs it about, for no harm do I ſee, 
Can reſult Faces. the freedom of uſing MT -. 
Derty down, Qc. 
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© 56 0 
The prig in i the” city with air debonnair, 


Apes his lordſhip in dreſs, and bawls out—a chair ; | 
With objeQ-inferior he ſcorns to be free, 


And his head void ol thought, bears mark of MT. 


Derry diwn, Gre 


The Alderman plac'd i in his great chair of ſtate, 
To prove his ſound wiſdom old laws will relate; 
No man, o'er a haunch, acts ſo greatly as he, ng 
But his FORE excluded, the reſt is MI. Bangle 


Derr drup, fe, 


A ca chat is empty v affords t the moſt ſound, 
So blades fond of ſpouting in noiſe much abound; ; 
Their anſwers muſt comic or tragical be, 


They throw nature . to wear r mark of MT. 


Derry down, * 
The layer affected, ſo vain his deſire, 


For gold uſes tinſel to grace his attire; 


Tho deck'd in appearance, aye gay as can be, 
IIis e (fad ee wears mark of MT. 
ö Derry 2 10 Se. 


3 the maiden to Whitfield repairs, 5 
With half-crowns in plenty to pay for his nn. 
The doctor delighted the ſpecie to ſee, 


Her pocket ſoon drains to the mark of MT. 
_ Derry down, & c. 


since Moll Thompſon" 5 Lk for diſcredit doth pak, 
Come join in my toaſt, and each man drink his glaſs, 
May our heads and our pockets for ever be free 
From nn term of the mark of MIT. 

Derry down, Tc, 
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4-5 LAUGH AND EAT Down; ES 


TY HILE others attempt heavy minutes to kill, 
| With Ombre, with Commerce, Picquett, 
„„ > 7» 1597 *5 heterrna 
For ones letius fing an old game of renown, ; 
The old Britiſh paſtime call'd laugh and lay down” 


Hey down derry, ho down derry, : 
Hey down derry, hey bo, hey ho. 


This paſtime the fountain and ſource of all arts, 

Is play'd by the force of mere natural parts, 

Its rules are ſo plain, from the plough take a clown, 

And he'll match the beſt monarch at laugh and lay 

of NGF 75 7-5: 1 | 
Hey down derry, &c. 


Old miſerly wretches who ſtarve in their rags, | 

To add to the weight of their ill-gotten bags; 

At night from their cheſts they will ſqueeze half a 
- crown, | | 


To ſport with a damſel at laugh and lay down. 
Hey cnc derry, e. 


Fat Aldermen too (tho? it paſs all belief) ; 
Forſake for this game-even pudding and beef, 
Their ſenſes in claret no longer they drown, 
When ſpouſey invites them to laugh and lay down. 


Hey down derry, Ge. 


D 5 Tho? 


638) 
This game to promote, all profeſſions agree, 
The lawyers eſteem it as good as a fee, 
The phyfical college with candour will own, 
That nature's beſt cordial is laugh and lay down. 


Our reaſon as well as our ſenſe it refines, 

Or it ne'er would be practis'd by pious divines, - 
Archbiſhops and prieſts (no diſgrace to the gown) . 
To a man are all clever at laugh and lay down, 


| h Hey down derry, Ce. 


The women of all things are fond of this ſport, 
From the ruddy milk-maid to the ducheſs at court, 
Only play your cards well, and with black, fair and 
brown, | 67 
You'll ne'er want a partner at laugh and lay down. 


Hey down derry, c. 

Tho? prudes may with coyneſs object to this play, 
Tis the joy of their hearts, ſpite of all they can ſay ; 
Tho' they piſh and cry fye, and refuſe with a frown, 
Do but puſh the thing home, and they'll laugh and 
lay down. 


Hey down derry, &c. 


Ye batchelors who to the game have regard, 
This moral will teach you to play a ſure card; 
Take blooming young wives, bid adieu to the town, 
And with them ſpend your evenings at laugh and 
lay down, | 


Hey down derry, Tc. 


\ 


689 
$S ON 0. 
_ ALL 1s A JOKE. 


E bucks . ye bloods, who love tipling and 
ſmoaking, 
Who ſeaſon each moment with. laughing and joking, 
A while be but ſilent, attend what is ſpoke, 
And I'll make it appear that the world is a Joke. | 


Sing tantarara joke all, joke all, 
Sing tantarars joke all, | 


The patriot ſo grave, from plain Gr to his grace, 
For his country will bawl till he gets a good place, 
Then he lays down the maſk, and he throws of the 


cloak, 
And proves what he ſaid was, alas !—but in Joke. 


Sing tantararara, Sc. 


The gen' ral ſo brave, would his poſt ſoon betray, . 


If the foe would 8 but double his pay; 
No longer would venture with cannon and ſmoke, 


But reſign and retire, and then . at the joke. 


# +: 4.4 


The lawyer, * pleads that your cauſe is calle! 
8 
Tho' he knows by _— it 1s not anden 


— — 


6 
When he's drain'd all the fees that he ean from 
Four poke, 
Your cauſe is negdected, and all is a Joke. 


= „„ | Sing taxtararara, Oc. 


The phyſician ſo prim, with his cane andlargewig, 
Who lols in his chariot, and losks very big; . - 
When death comes and gives you the finiſhing ſtroke, 
Yowll find his preſcriptions were all but a Joke. 


| eee. Oc. 


= 
"| The next is old ſpin- text, reclaimer of evil, 

Who ſays for your ſins you will go to the devil ; | 
When out of the pulpet, he'll wench, drink, and 
| ſmoke, 

| And all wal conclude, then his preaching” SA 8 


K ow 


8 ding tantararara, 2 e. 


ö 
Phi 
i The > ſo virtuous, ſo charming and pretty, 
115 Who rail againſt lovers, and caſt away pitty; 
Such railing, we know, is no more than a cloak, 


j | For ladies v were e all fond of a joke. 


— — - — — 


Sing tant ararara, * . 


The gattering fop, and the tradeſmen who cheat, 


Will joke at each other when: paſting the ſtreet ; 
Nay, he that can't joke, we a ninny ſhould call, 


So let us ling tantararara, joke all. 
Sing tantararara, &e, Co 


n 
S O NS. 

Tur sax buax's WIK G. | 
A enrATA. 


RECITATIVE. 
S Joe the ſandman drove his noble team, 
Of raw-rump'd aſſes, ſand-ho! was his theme; 
Juſt as he turn'd the corner of the ſtreet, 
His dear lov'd Beſs, the bunter, chanc'd to meet : 
With joy cry'd woa, did turn his quid, and ſtare, 
Firſt ſuck' d her jole, then thus addreſs'd the fair. 


AIR. 


Forgive me if I praiſe thoſe charms, 
Thy darting eyes, lips, neck and arms; 
Thy breaſts to Joe always appear 

Like two ſmall hills of ſand my dear: 
Thy beauties, Bet, from top to toe, 
Have ſtole the heart of ſandman Joe. 


Come, wed, my dear, and let's agree, 

Then of the gin- club you'll be free 
No brickmaker, or ragman's frow, 

Dare then reproach my Beſs ſor Joe; 

For he's the kiddy rum and queer, 

That all St. Giles's boys doth fear. 


1 
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* RECITATIVE. 
1 Beſs, ſwell'd with gratitude, at length reply'd, 
* Muſt Joey proffer thus and be deny'd? 
ls No, no my Joe ſhall have his heart's delight, 
7 And we'll be wedded e' er we ſleep this night; 
5 Well ſpoke, quoth Joe, no more you need to ſay; 
1 Gee up, gallows, do you want any ſand to-day! 
1 . 
1 Joe quickly his ſand he had (old, fir, 
4 And Beſs got a baſket of rags, 
. Then up to St. Giles's they ſtroll'd, ſir, 
160 To every bunter Beſs brags; 
a Then into the gin-ſhop they pike it, 
1 Where Beſs was admitted we hear, 
it For none of the crew dare but like it, 
1 As Joey her kiddy was there. 
0 Full of glee, until ten, that they ſtarted, 
1 For ſupper Joe ſent out a win; 
il A hogs maw betwixt them was parted, 
bit ter they had fill'd it with gin; 
4 It was on an old leather trunk, ſir, 
= ' They married were, never to part; 
| i But Beſſy ſhe being blind drunk, fir, 
"ſeg Joe drove her away in his cart. 
10 
[i S O N G. 
| +l | | 8 
1 THE LITTLE BLACK THING, 
i : | 
10 E nymphs, and ye ſwains, that trip the gay 
| i | Plains, : | 
Ccme liſten a while te my ſorrowful ſtrains 3 


C ⏑ :) 
Oh! hear me with pity, no trifle I us, ft | 
Tis no leſs than the loſs of my little black thing, 
rt ode ors of 
At cards as I ſat with my friends t'other day, 
To baniſh dull vapours, and drive ſpleen away; 
Young Colin, as friſky as birds in che ſpring, 
Sat toying the while with my little black thing. 
1 2 Derry down, Qc. 


On me his ſly looks were moſt conſtantly bent, _ 

To gaze on my bauble for ever intent; 

Topty turvy his eyes he would frequently fling, 

While he reguiſhly handled my little black thing. 
— — ae de, Derry down, c. 


I dream' d of no miſchief, but let him enjoy, 

The innocent pleaſure to play with my toy : 

But when that his humour was left to the ſwing, 

He would more than have play'd with my little 


black thing. mt | 1 
| Berry down, Oc 


Ten thouſand ſoft whiſpers he fore'd in my ear; 
I bid him be gone: he vow'd I ſhould hear, 
I had not the power left from him to ſpring, 
He had ſo faſt hold of my little black thing. | 
7 73S; | Derry dewu, c. 


He was ſmiling at ſomething,—-I aſk d what it was? 
He anſwer' d (fill ſmiling) that I was the cauſe ; 
He ſwore, he had rather, than call him a king, 
Be playing all night with my little black thing. 

ROS TT Ae OL LH: Derry deaun, &c. 


My, | 


( 64 ) 

My dear girl, ſaid he, if on terms vou will treat, 
Be kind, and III fall like a lamb at your feet: 

© Sweet creature, he cry'd, while round you I cling, 

: Surrender o one moment 1 Hatte black thing. 

5 ee "Derry down, Se. 


1 


* 


\ 


1 a8 d, 85 Aldubb As, well 44 have 
comply'd ; 
He was fix d. to obtain what in vain I deny ; 
The reſt of my ſtory, oh! how ſhall I fin 
In words, wwe he tore up my little bl ing. thing. 
| Derry down, The 


THE WANTON VIRGINS FRIGHTED, 
Kemah you at an office Jolicit your due. 


O U that delight i in a jocular ſong, 
Come liſten unto me awhile, ſir, 
I will engage you ſhall not tarry long, 
Before it ſhall make you to ſmile, fir, 
Near to the town their liv*d an old man, 
Had three pretty maids to his daughters ; 
Of whom I will tell ſuch a ſtory anon, 
Will tickle your fancy with lanchter. 


The old man he had in his garden a pond, 
"Twas in very fine ſummer weather; 
The Daughters one night they were all very fond, 
8 80 and — in it together: = 
n 


„ 65 ) 
On which they agreed, but happen'd to be 
O' er heard by a youth in the houſe, ſir, 
Who got into the garden, and climb'd up a nee, 0 
And there ſat as fill as a mouſe, ſir. 


The branch were he ſat it hung over the pond, 
At each puff of wind he did totter; 
Pleas'd with the thought he ſhould fir abſcond, 
And ſee them go into the water 2 
When the old man was ſafe in his bed. 
The daaghters then to the pond went, ſir, 
One to the other two laughing: ſhe ſaid, 
Az:high as our bubbies we'll venture. 


Upon the tender green graſs they ſat down, 

They all were of delicate feature; 3 5 
Each pluck*d off her petticoat, ſmock and gowns 
No fight could ever be ſweeter: 

Into the pond then dabbling they went, 

So clean'that they needed no waſhing; 
But they were all ſo unluckily bent. 

Like boys they began to be daſhing. 


If any body ſhould fee us, ſays one, 

They'd think we were boding of evils ; 
And from the fight of us quickly would run, 

And avoid fo many white devils: _ 
This put the youth in a merry pin, 

He let go his hold thro” his laughter; 
And asit fell out, he fell tumbling in, 

And ſcar'd them all out of the water. 


The old man by this time the noiſe had heard, 
And roſe out of bed in a fright, ſir, fi 
And comes to the door-with a ruſty old ford, 
There ftood in a poſture to fight, fir; + 2 
* 2 


6 
The daughters they all came tumbling in 
And ever their dad they did blunder, 


Who cry'd out aloud, mercy, good bene, ff 
And thought they were thieves came to plunder, 


1'he noiſe by this time the neighbours had heard, 
Who came with long clubs to aſſiſt him; 

He told them, three bloody rogues ran up ſtairs, . : 
He dar'd by no means to reſiſt them: | 

For they were cloathed all in their buff, 
He ſaw as they ſhov'd in their ſhoulders ; 8 

And black bandaliers hung before like a uke 
Which made him believe they were ſoldiers... 


The virgins their cloaths in the garden had left, 
And the keys of their trunks in their pockets; 

To put on the ſheets they were fain to make ſhift, 
Their cheft they could not unlock it: | 

At lait ventur'd up theſe valiant men, 
Thus arm'd with courage undaunted ;: 

But took them for ſpirits and run back again, 
And ſwore. that the houſe it was haunted, _ 


As they retreated the young man they met, 
Come ſhiv'ring in at the door, fir, 
Who look'd like a rat with his cloaths dropping v wet 
No rogue that was pump'd could look worſer: 
All were amaz'd to ſee him come in, 
And aſk'd of him what was the matter? 
He told them the ſtory, and where he had been, 
Which ſet them all in a op laughter. 


Quoth the old daddy, I was in a huff, 
And reckon'd to cut them aſunder; 
Thinking they had been ſoldiers in buff, 

That came here to rifle and plunder : 


But 


127 » 


But they are my daughters whom I loved. 
All frighted from private diverſion; 
Therefore I'll put up my old ruſty ſword 1 


For why ſhould I be in a paſſion. 


$'O. NG... 21, 
LANDLADY CASEY) | 
Sung by Mrs.. Kennedy, in Fontainbleas. 


HE Britiſh lion-1s my ſign, 
A roaring trade I drive on ; 
Right Engliſh uſage, —neat French wine 
A landlady may thrive on. 
At table d' hotte, to eat and drink, 


Let French and Engliſh mangle, 1 
And while to me they bring the chink, 
Faith, let the glaſſes jingle; | & 1 


Your rhino rattle, come” 
Men and cattle, come 

All to Mrs. Caſey; 

Of trouble and money, 

My jewel, my honey, 

I warrant I'll make you eaſy. 


When dreſt and ſeated in my bar, 
Let ſquire, or beau, or belle come, 
Let captains kiſs me if they dare, 
It's, fir, you're kindly welcome 
On Shuffte, Cog, and Slip, I wink, 
Let Rooks and Pigeons mingle, 
And if to me they bring the chink, 
Faith let the glaſſes jingle. . 
your rhino raule, come, Cc. 
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Let love fly here on filken wings, 
His tricks I ſtill connive at ; 


The lover who would fay ſoft things, 1 


Shall have a room in private. 
On pleaſure I am pleas'd to wink, 
So lips in kiſſes mingle,” 


For while to me they bring'the chink, 


Faith, let the glafles jingle. 


Your rhino Fathee, come, Tec. 


Dp . 5 
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THE FRENCH. TAYLOR, 


Sung by Mr. Quick; in- 'F banda. 


Londres, I was taylor nice, 
And work for Lor fo gay,. 


He never beat me down my price, 


But den he never pay; | 
From Lor I could no money get, 
My Draper wou'd not ſtayp; 
So, like my Lor, I run in debt, 
And den I run away. 


Vid trick on card, I pleaſe my Lor, 


He wonder how I do't. 
And ladies, all, my ſell adore, 
Ven cock in glats I ſhoot. 
De Britiſh guinea I command. 
My pocket to recruit, 
I ſhirt it off by flight of band, 
Shift off by fight e of foot. 


3 
” A 


Now 


6 


Now here en France, Thave 20 dread 

For Lor to move my. ſnear, a 

For here en France, dey cannot Pied 111 
De privilege of Peer. nen: 12 ant 11 1 

Monſieur, if you employ a me | 

And . coat vou'd vear, 

Your little tailleure here I be 
Tres humble JETER, . bn ed OS 


= E THE wien „Ge, | 
Gen by M. Edwin, in F as : 


N London my life is 2 ri "g of delight, 
In frolicks I keep up the day and the night; 
7 ſnooze at the hummums till twelve, perhaps later, 
I rattle the bell, and I roar up the waiter : 
Your honour, ſays he, and he tips me à leg, 
He brings me my tea, but 1 ſwallow an egg; 
For tea in the morning's a flop I renounce, 
So I down with a:glaſs of the right cherry bounce. 
With ſwearing, tearing, ranting, jaunting, flaſhing, 
ſmaſhing, ſmacking, cracking, rumbling, 
tumbling; 
Laughing, quaffing, ſmoaking, joaking, ſwagger- 
ing, ſtaggering; 
So thoughtlets, ſo knowing, ſo green and ſo mellow; 
This, this, is the life of a frolickſome fellow. 


My phæt'n I mount, and the plebs they all ſtare, 
1 handle my reins and my elbows I ſquare; 

My ponies fo plump, and as white as a lily, 
Through Pall-Mall J pon it, and up run, 


1 | 
Till loſing a wheel, egad down came I ſmack; - © 
So at Knightſbridge I throw myſelf into a hack t 
At Tatterſall's fling a leg over my nag. 
Thus viſit for dinner, then dreſs in a bag. 

 * "With fevearing, &. 


I roll round the garden, and call at the roſe. 
And then at both Play-Houſes pop 


in my noſe ; 

I lounge in the lobby, laugh, fwear, ſlide and 
ſwagger, | * ee 

Talk loud, teke my money, and out again ſtagger. 

I meet at the Shakeſpear a good natur'd ſoul, 

Then down to our club at St. James's I roll; 

The joys of the night are a thouſand at play, 


And thus at the finiſh begin the next day. 


With ſwearing, Cc. 
b 8 - — — 4 23 WC | * ' 
1230 . | 
THE WILLING 'CHAMBERMAID; 
Sung by Mrs. Martyr, in Fontainbleau, © 


NDEE D I'Il do the beſt I can 
1 To pleaſe fo kind a gentleman: 
You lodge with us, and you fhall ſee, 
How careful poor Nannette will be; 
So nice, ſoneat, ſo clean your room, 
With bow pots for the ſweet perfume : 
A*n't pleaſe you, fir, 
When you get up, 
Your coffee brown 
In china cup, 
Dinner, deſert, 
And bon ſoupier : 
Sir, mon honneur, at night you be 
With waxen taper lit to bed, | 


By poor Nannette your chambermaid 


= 7 
$50;iNo06; 
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JOHN BULL IN FRANCE, | 
Sung by Mr. Wilſon, in Fontainbleau. 


*M here in France, and more fool I, 
To quit my beef and pudden ; 2 
At ton and taſte you all will cry, 
Oh! yes; John Bull's a good'n. 
In air and drefs, no travelPd mac 
Of joint ſhall put my noſe out ; 
At ſhrug and grin I've got the knac, 
And lee I turn my toes out. DW He 
; | Tal, lol, oc 


Gadzooks! ſo fine myſelf L'Il rig, 

| That nobody ſhall know me, 
My ſhining pate I'll ſtrait unwig, 

In filk Monfieur ſhall fow me. 

My arm ſhall ſqueeze a chapeau bras, 
No more I'll block my beaver ; 
I'll ſtare and cock my opera glaſs, 

And ſtrut ſo monſtrous clever ! gr 
y Tal, hol 3 lol. 


I'll take a Lady to the ball, 
And leſt that I ſhould ſhock ker, 
My head is puff d with Mareſchal, 
And to my back a knocker. 
To make my fiſt appear a hand, 

I'll draw on gloves of chicken, 
And Wilkes's wriggle plays the band; 
While cotillions were kicking. | 2 
Tol, lol, kt. 
SONG. 


6 
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THE LAD FOR ME, 


Sung 3 Mrs. Kennedy, 3 in „ ne. 


ILK E NNY 1s „ handfame place. 
As any a town in Siiamrockſhire ; 
There firſt I ſaw my Jemmy's fac, 
There Jemmy firſt beheld bindear: 5 
My love he was a baſhful boy, 
And I a ſimple girl to ſee; 
Yet I was Jemmy's only joy, 
And Jemmy was the lad for me. 


But Dublin city bore the bell 
In ſtreets and ſquares, and houſes tue; 5 
Oh! there young Dick his love could dell, 
And there J told young Dickey mine: 
For Dick he was a roving blade, 
And I was hearty, wild and free; 
He lov'd, and I his love repaid, © * 
Then Dickey was the lad for me 


When Dover ſtrand my happy lot, 
And William there my love did croẽn; 
Young Dick and Jemmy I forgot, 
Kilkenny fair, and Dublin town: 
For William was a gentie youth, 
Too baſhful, nor too bold was he: 
He ſaid he lod. and told me truth, 
And William was the lad for me. 


11 
S O N G, 
Sung by Mr. Edauin, in F nn 
THE WEDDING DAY. 


HE marning we're married, how funny and 


jolly, 
The ty ron Sir Shenkin, the prite Lady Tolly! 
When rous'd by ſweet clamour we open our.peepers, 
And Phoebus ſalute in our night-gowns and ft ippers ; 
Then under our windows muſicians all come, 
Play fittle, ſweet hautboy, ſharp flagelet, drum. 
But *till the harp's melodious tin = 


All is puff, rattle, ſqueak and. 3 
The cymbals they grind, and the baſfes ay | 


grumble, 
Pianos and fortes, a delicate jumble. 
All joy to your honours. See; ſee how they flock, 
Whilſt cleaver and marrowbone go nick-y-knock, 
Tantivy the horn, tantara the trumpet 
Sound, found——while we ſwallow our coffee and 


crumpet. | 
Bu ill, Ac. 
— a — — | — 
$0 | 
Sung by Mr. Bdauin, in 7. url and no Turf. 


THE SERVANT'S DISASTER. 
Am worſe than poor debtors, coop'd up in their 


cages: 2 

Board wages I had, now bare boards are my Wages. 
To get into bad bread ſure I had no call, ir, | 

But bad bread: is better than no bread at all, fir 10 
n 1 E ( tht n ni 
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All, fir, 
Small, fir, 


No bread at all, fir, oh! 


Oh had I a wife, tho? half ſtarv'd like your humble, 
There's ſome conſolation in ſomething to mumble ; 
Yet I'm married, tho? ſfingle—l tell you no fibs, fir, 
Here, look at my waiſtcoat—I'm nothing but ribs, 
fix 
Fibs, fir, 
Ribs, fir, 
Nothing but ribs, fir, oh! 


Was ever poor ſervant in ſuch a diſaſter ! 
I'm maſter'd by ſtarving, and ftarv'd by my maſter; 
I'm in a ſad taking—with nothing to take, fir, 
I'd ſtake all I'm worth to be worth a me ſteak, fir ! 
Take, fir, 
Steak, fir, 
Take a beef ſteak fir, oh? 


S8 O N 6, 
Surg Ey Mrs. Webb, in F ontainbleau. 


THE BRITISH GRENADIER. 


OM E talk of Cherokees, ſir, and ſome of 


Catabaws, 
And ſome of inky Indians, carouſing with their 
Squaws; | 
But what are Gentoo Generals „or tawney chiefs ſo 
queer ? 


Fer (ſhapes, and dreſs, and war, give me a 2 


Grenadier! 


C 


No Prince for me, from Africa, no Otaheite Kings, 

Who grunt like hogs, and like the hogs, have noies 

F bor'd with rings; | 

With graſs-green cheeks, and ſcy- blue lips, and 

bobs at either ear; | 

No cheeks, or lips, -or bobs for me, but Bob the 
Grenadier, | 


Odd fiſhes ſure are blackamoors, and when on En- 

gliſh ground, | 

May each odd fiſh, ſo black and grim, a lobſter 
true be found! 

Then quickly let em go to pot, and find hot water 


here, 
And every fable chieftain turn a ſcarlet Grenadier! 


S 0 .N-@ 
Sung by Miſs George in Turk and no Turk, 


DEBORAH AND JONATHAN. 


}J ONATHAN a wooing went, 
He was ſuch a bonny man! 
And matrimony was the bent 
Of little jolly Jonathan. 
Deborah, the damſel's name, 
Buxom was, and friſky-o ! 
And ſure as ever Sunday came, 
He drove her in his whiſky-o. 
| Oh the whiſky ! 
Fine and friſky ! 
What a happy maid and man, 
Deborah and Jonathan! "ag 
* | Jonathan 


(CJ 
nathan, a ſquabby elf, 
Ver ſhort tho' ſtrong enough, 
Found his wooing, like himfelf, 
Not half a quarter long enough, 
Cries he <©twill be a lucky hit, 
With wealthy Deb to tether-o. ! 
So dug for Deb the marriage pit, 
And in they fell together-o! 
| O the tumble! 
Jjolt and jumble! 
Wnat a friſky wife and man, 
Deborah and Jonathan! 


Deborah had money got; 
Jonathan diminiſh'd it! 
Drank about, nor left his pot, 
Till fifty times he finifn'd it. 
When tipſey he, then Deb will pout; 
When ſober, ſcratch and quarrel-o! 
He bangs the door, damns, flounces out, 
And ſoaks again his barrel-o ! * 
O the croaking ! 
Scratching, ſoaking ! 
What a happy wife and man, 
Deborah and Jonathan! _ 


TE: TIE 1 os — 
Sung by Mr. Edwin, in Turk and no Turk. 
FIGHT 'LITTLE PETER. 


OOK maids! I cock my hat! 
John's: but a poor creature 
Sam's ſkinny, Bob's fat, 


All fools to little Peter ! | | Ev'ry 


N (27 9) 
Ev'ry girl's chin is cockin 


Twig my leg, and tight lk ſtockin 


A*n't I the clean t ing " Si 
Tight boy! little Peter! 


Speak maids! before it's late, 
You will find none neater; 
Fan, Nan, Patty, Kate, 
All come to little Peter! 
I'm a lad ſo neat and natty, 
S'bobs, girls, but I'll be at ye! 
Oh! I'm the clean thing! 
Tight boy! little Peter! 


Mind, maids ! PII pick out one; 


Phiz plump, and fineſt feature: 


Gad, we'll have rare fun! 
Never fear little Peter! 

Cold, hot, and all weather, 

Jollily we'll jog together, 


Zounds! I'm the clean thing; 6 


Tight boy! little Peter! 


* 
* _ ” 


S O N U 
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Sung by Mr. King, in the Strangers at Home. 


MIRTH AND FROLIC. 


HE ills of life in vain affail, 


I never yet would yield me; 


Nor ſhall their malice e'er prevail, 


Whilſt frolic Mirth can ſhield me, 
E 3- | 


Like 


(. I. 3 
Like Curs they ſnarl, but dare not bite, 
I heed them not at all, fir; | 
But laugh at all their harmleſs ſpite, 
And ſtill ſing tol de rol lol, fir. 


I ever ſcorn'd with face of woe, 
Proud Dames to dangle after ; 
With ſmiles I bent young Cupid's bow, 
And tipt his ſhafts with laughter. 
Succeſs ſtill mark*d each merry dart, 
Black, fair, brown, ſhorr, or tall, ſir; 
I conquer'd ev'ry female heart 
With tol de rol lol, de rol lol, fir, 


Let firſt-rate ſingers ſtretch their throats, 
In fine falſetto ſqueaking, 
“ With new and ſtrange unnatural notes, 

«< Applauſe from faſhion ſeeking : 
« 'The blockhead Connoiſſeurs among 

«« Pen let them trill and ſquall, fir, 
Give me, my boys! a jolly iong, 

«« That ends with tol de rol (ot fir, 


In ſpite of Dons, ſo grave and wiſe, 
Till o'er old Styx | ferry, . 

I always ſhall moſt highly prize 
Whatever's blithe and merry. 

May love and laughter ever be- 
Attendant on my call, fir; 

Here's what Iv'e always lov'd d'ye ſee, 

A glaſs to tol de rol lol, fir. 


kd 


I was Jove of the table, and king of the farce ; 


44 WP 
8 O N, 
Sung by Mr. Banniſter, in Turk and n no 7. uk, 


THE CONTRAST, 


OU my ſpruce little Matthew! lov'd fun» 
ſo did J. | 
You were pleas“d with high fan —I with fun that 
was high. . 
In frolick, I grant, you were ever my brother; ; 
PI. give you two portra!ts—mine one—your's the 
other. 
Now *tis your's, brother Mat! whoſe preſentment's 
amiſs ? 
Pray, look on this picture, here then look on this! 


A good brazen front, and an eye juſt like Mars; 
To command a full bumper, or threaten a fine, 
When any ily ſneaker was fick of his wine! 

And, next day, when in town I had taken my fill, 


Kiſs'd a heavenly laſs, upon gay Richmond-Hilj. 


Such a queer combination with no form indeed! 4 

So fond of the grape, and fo wicked a wees ! 

Jolly Bacchus grew proud of my wine bibbin g 
throttle ; 

And the God ſet his ſeal upon me, lixze a bottle 

As King of full bumpers, old fongs, whoops and 
halloo's 

This was your friend Roger 
follows! 


* 


now Icolæ ye what 


Here is my friend Mattliew——quite millew'd 
and mouldy ! 
Falls ſhort of his brother in all that I told you] 
E 4 Aad 
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And each hearty fellow, my bouts when recounting, 


Will point at this Moor——with his pint of poor 


mountain : 
Crying, what lad of Jadgment would ſtep | from the 


bliſs, 
Of quaffing with this man——to tipple with N 


— . U—öẽn᷑. 
SO N 6. 
THE JOLLY TOPER. 
24 A Bacchanalian. 


1* 'M a Fact good fellow, a ruby nos'd ſot, 
Who never yet thought of treaſon, or plot: 

A bottle that's mellow is che chief of my cares, 
And I guzzle each night, till I'm carried up ſtairs. 


O1 the tombs of the brave ones, the wealthy, and 
wiſe, 

We are only inform'd, that Under he lies; 

Tis a hint that 1 like not, a trumpery tale, 

So I now drown the thoughts ont in flaggons of ale. 


They may name me fot, blotkhead, or e'en ig 
they will; 

But if wealth, nor if riches, nor wiſdom, or Kill, 

Can their owners preſerve from a church-yard, or 

; prieſt, 


Why, 11 live as 1 like it—for method's a jeſt, 


On the leſſon of nature it is that I think, 
For ſhe ta9ght me to love and ſhe taught me te 


drink 
To my brig Su full power ſhe taught me to give, 


And I'll flick to her maxims as long as I live, 


4: 4 | 
I've money, good ſtore on't, and ſpend it I muſt ; 
Be roaring and merry, but honeft and juſt, 
That, cold in my coflin, my landlord may ſay, 
He's gone and he's welcome there's nothing to 
FEY | | 


= © 2 
— = ** 
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Sung by Mrs. W, righten, in the Strangers at Home. 
NOTHING AT ALT. 


OUN G Roger, the ploughman, Who wanted 
a mate, Fin | 1 

Went along with his daddy a courting to Kate; 
With noſegay ſo large, in his holiday cloaths, 
(His hands in his pockets) away Roger goes. 
Now he was as baſhful as baſhful could be, 
And Kitty, poor girl, was as baſhful as he: | 
So he bow'd, and he ſtar'd, and he let his hat fall; 
Then he grinn'd, ſcratch'd his head, and ſaid no- 
thing at all. | 


If aukward the ſwain, no leſs aukward the maid; © 

She ſimper'd and bluſh'd, with her apron firing 
play d, | 

Till the old folks impatient to have the thing done, 

Agreed that young Roger and Kate ſhould be one. 

In ſilence the young ones both nodded aſſent, 

Their hands being join'd, to be married they went, 

Where oy anſwer'd the Parſon with voices ſo 
—_— ON | | 

You'd have ſworn that they both had ſaid nothing 


at all, | | 
| =Y 


5 (68 
But mark what a change in the courſe of a week, 
Kate quite 385 of bluſſing - Hodge boldly could 
| ſpeak ; Font 
Cou'd jake with his deary; laugh loud at the jeſt; 
She could coax too and fondle as well as the beſt; 
And aſham'd of paſt folly they ve often declar'd, 
To encourage young folks who at courtſhip are ſcar'd, 
If at firſt to your aid ſome aſſurance you'll call, 
When once your us'd to't *tis nothing at all. 


—— . —— — 
6D I 3s, 
Sung by Mr. Banniſter, in the St rangers at Home. 


THE CONTENTED FELLOW, - 


HEN up to London firſt I came, 
An aukward country booby, 

I gap'd, and ftar'd, and did the ſam 

As ev'ry other hr. 
With countenance demurely ſet, 
I doff d my hat to all I met, 

With—<<Zir, your humble ſervant!” 
Alas! too ſoon I got a wife; 

And proud of ſuch a bleſſing, 
'Fhe joy and buſineſs of my life 

Was kiſſing and carreſſing. 
Twas, **charmer ! ſweeting! duck, and dove!” 
And ] o'er head and ears in love, 

Was Cupid's humble ſervant. 


«< But when the honey- moon was paſt, 


Adieu to tender ſpeeches !. | 
| « Ma'am 


bay 


wo 


I'd envy not a higher lot, 


( 83 ) 


Ma' am lov'd quadrille, and loſt too faſt, | 


«« I {wore I'd wear the breeches. 

«« | ftorm in vain——reſtraint ſhe hates: 

« Adieu!?”” ſhe cries, “ the party waits: 
« My dear! your humble fervaat!” 


She's gone, poor girl! and in my cot, 
With friend and bottle ſmilin 
The tedious hours beguiling : 
If Care peeps in, I'm buſy then, 
I nod — deſire he'll call again, 
And am his humble ſervant. 


Since life's a jeſt, as wiſe ones ſay, 
Tis beſt employ'd in laughing; 

And come what frowning cares there may, 
My antidote is quaffing: 

I'm ever jovial, gay, and free, 

For this is my philoſophy; 
And ſo——your humble ſervant. 


„ 
THE CRICKETTERS 
A TOAST. 
HE N running life's race, 
We gallop apace, 
Each ftrives to be firſt at the poſt; 


Mount 4ope with catch-weights, 
For game's give-and-take plates, 


And pray what is Fame but a caſt ? 
| 14 
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( 84 ) 
The taſte of our days mY 
Is poacuing for praiſe, 
All men of their ſervices boaſt; 
The ladies by dreſs, __ 
The ſame ardour expreſs, | 
Each wou'd if ſhe could - a toaſt. 


Both ſexes agree 
Over wine to be free, 
For ſreedom's an Engliſhman's boaſt 3 
As freely we think, 
So as freely we drank, 
And a /entiment sire -e a tou. 


What is life prithee ſay, 
But a glaſs and away, 
While health is our ruddy-fac'd holt! * 
But when we abuſe him, 
We're certain to loofe him, 
By taking too much of———8 ſoaſt. 


Theſe common- place rxhimes 
Suit common- place times, 
Who now can of genius boalt ? 
V/ay, really, I think 
Tis a ſcience to drink, 
And there's genius in giving 


Even politics fail, . 
Altercation grows ftale, 


£7 what now can either fide boaſt! 


No matter to us, 
All their farce and Diet fuſfs, 


Deſerves not the name of rea. 


A 


— 


g "% 


2 toaſt. 


( 392) 
The riots and routs | 
Of the ins and the outs, Fe 
Is only a newſpaper roaft ; 
Of cricket I ſing, 
In and Cut, there's the thing, 
And there I'll attempt a new toafs. 


May our Innings be long, 

May our bowling be ſtroug, 
Middle wicket I chuſe for my pot; 

Come, bumper away, 

Twixt the ſtumps your balls play, 
And win the game lou. that's the u 


8 


Sung by Mr. Quick, in the Duenna. 
: THE JEW LOVER. 


IVE Iſaac the nymph who no beauty can 
. boait, 
Bur health and goood-humour to FRF her his toaſt; 
If ſtraight I don't mind, whether ſlender or fat, 
Or ſix foot or four, we'll ne'er quarrel for that. 


Hell acer, Sc. 


Whate' er her complexion I vow I don't care, 
If brown it is laſting, more pleaſing if fair; 
And tho? in her cheeks I no dimples ſhou'd ſee, 


Let her mm and each dell is a dimple to me. 
Let Ber, c. 


Let 


„„ 
Let her looks he the reddeſt that ever were ſeem 
And her eyes may be — faith any colour but green; 
For in eyes tho? ſo various the luſture and hue, 


I {wear Pve no choice, only let her have two. 
Only let her, c. 


*Tis true I'd diſpence with a throne on her back, 

And white teeth I own are genteeler than black; 

A little round chin too's a beauty Pve heard, 

But I only defire—iſhe may'nt have a beard. 
She may 1 * S 0 


— — 
. 
uu NOSE.. 
Tune — An aß, an aſs. 
HIL E people call'd Poets, in blank yerſe, 
or rhime, 


Pindarics or Epics compoſe, 
And celebrate heroes in ſonnets ſublime, 


My ſubject, is ſimply,.— y noſe. 


The large noſe and long one, thereby —_ a tale, 
A tale the old ſcholiaſts ſuppoſe; 

Ex noſcitur naſo— but proverbs may fail, 
I find it in faith b my naſe. 


The boys of conceit bluſhing merit deride, 
For coxcombs are modeſty*s foes ; 
I challenge the ſens and the daughters of Pride 


To move ſuch a—muſcular neſe. 
Prewetheut, 


n 
Prometheus, tis ſaid, form'd our animal clay, 
For quickning to Ather he roſe; | 
I fear that ſome *prenticc, when he was away a. 
A little aſide ſhov'd—my noſe. 


I preſume but, perhaps, tis preſumption to ſay, 
I even preſume to ſuppoſe, 

I ſhould ſet myſelf up in the ſong-linging way, 
When I ought to ſet down with—my noe. 


| My ſong therefore ends, —now a toaſt with hat 
leave— 
May <wvi/dom our councils compoſe, 
May Britons be friends, and forget and forgive, 
And at faction each turn up his noſe. 


— ER amem_n—enies 
Ss O N 6. 

THE SWEETHEART. | 

Tune Derry down, 
IN CE the world is ſo old, and the times arg 
ſo new, 
And every thing talk'd of except what is true, 
Among other ſtories my fable may paſs, 


Of four or five ſweethearts who courted a laſs. | 
Derry downs. 


The firſt was from France, a- la- mode de Paris, 

All faſhion, all feather, bien Monſieur poudrie; 

He bow' d, he took ſnuff, cut a caper, and then 

He bow'd, cut a caper, and took ſnuff again. 
Derry dau. 


A Dutchman advanc'd,—when the lady he ſaw, 
He dropp'd down his pipe, and he blubber'd out 


ya.; | 

With hands hid in pocket, and unpoliſh'd leer, 
As frogs ſing in courtſhip, ſo croak'd out Mynheer. 
Der ry dogun. 


From Connaught, itſelf, another beau came, 
Machnnin Macgragh Ballinbrough, was his name; 
He bow'd to the laſs, and he ftar'd at Monſieur, 
Clapp'd hand on his ſword, and ſaid, 4b! —arrah, 
my dear l | | 3 


Derry down. 


The next a meſs John, of rank methodiſt taint, 

Who thought like a i1rner, but look'd like a faint, 

Clos'd hands, twirl'd his thumbs, moving muckle 
his face, | 

Then turn'd up his eyes as about to ſay grace. 

Derry down. 


A neat Engliſh ſailor in holiday trim, 

Who had. long lov'd the laſs, and the laſs had lov'd 
him, | 

Athwart them all ſtept, under arm toſs'd his ſwitch, 

Squar'd his hat, op'd his pouch, gave his trowſers 

a hitch, 


R 2 _ — 
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Derry down. 


He along- ſide her fell, and he grappled on board, 
She ſtruck, the firſt broadſide of kiſſes he pour d; 
Then he tow'd her to church, and as to the reſt, 
What atterwards follow“ d is eaſily gueſs'd. 

Derry dau- 


SONG. 
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( 89 ) 
s ON s. 
THE Wi VAUET.. 
Tune—T be bounds are all out. 


1 I am, and contented- II be, 
For what can this world more afford, 
Than a laſs who will ſociably fit on my knee, 
And a cellar as weiabiy ſtord, 


My brave boys. 


My vault door is open „ deſcend ev'ry gueſt; 
Try that caſk—aye, that caſk we'll try; | 
'Tis as ſweet as the lips of your love to the taſte, 


And as bright as her checks to the eye, 
| My brave boys. 


In a piece of flit hoop, ſee my candle is ſtuck, | 
"Twill light us each bottle to hand; | 
The foot af my glaſs for the purpoſe I broke, Fd 


As I hate that a bumper ſhould ſtand, . 
My * boys. | 


Aſtride on a butt, as a butt ſhould be rod, | 
I gallop the bruſher along ; 

Like grape blefling Bacchus. the good fellow's god, 
And a ſentiment give, or a ſong, £3 

My brave boys. 

We are dry where we ſit, though the oozing drops 

ſeem 

With pearls the moiſt walls to embols, | 

From the arch,duſky cobwebs in gothick taſte ſtream 


Like ftucco-work cut out of moſs, 


My brave boys. 


Wen 


„ 
When the lamp is brimful how the taper Sis 
ſhines, 
Which when moiſture is wanting decays ; 
Repleniſh the lamp of my life with rich wines, 
Or elſe there's an end of my blaze, 
My brave boys. 


Sound thoſe pipes, they're in tune, and thoſe bins 
are well fill'd, 
View that heap of old 18 in your rear; 
Von bottles of Zurgundy, mark how they're piF'd, 
Like Artillery, tier over tier, 
My brave beyt. 


My cellar's my camp, and my ſoldiers my flafks, 
All gloriouſly rang'd in review; 
When I caſt my eyes round, I conſider my caſks, 
* kingdoms I've yet to ſubdue, 
My brawe boys. 


Like Macedon's 8 my glaſs ll enjoy, 
Defying hyp, gravel, or gout ; 
Fe cry' d when he had no more world's to deſtroy, 
I'll weep when my liquor is out, 

My brivve boys, 


On their ſtumps ſome have fought, and as 1 
will J. 
When reeling, I roll on the floor; 
Then my legs muſt be loſt, ſo P11 drink as I lie, 
And dare the beſt Buck 70 do more, 
My brave boys. 


"Tis my will when I die, not a tear ſhall be ſhed, 
No Hic Facet be cut on my tone ; i 

But pour on my coffin a bottle of red, 
And ſay that i drinking is done, 


My brave beyc. 


2 
n N G. 


THE FISHMONGER'S LAM EN TATI ex. 


ISHWIVES, I have loſt my wife! 
F. Have you ſeen my Sarah ? 
The pride and comfort of my life, 
My kind, my beſt, my dear-a ! 
She went out this afternoon— - 
Ah! that I knew whither! 
If I thought her in the moon, 
C ſe, me but I'd go __—_— 


But I'll firſt my Sarah ſeek 
All around the city ; 
| Tears bedew me while I ſpeak ! 
wm Fiſhwives do me pity ! 
Lay, oh! lay your baſkets by, 
. You vociferous founders — 
Sarah, Sarah, Sarah, cry, 


Inſtead of —_ and flounders ! 


. — — . — — 
; s O N G, 
Gang by Miſs Fordan, in the e at Home. 


O OD Sir, in vain you bend your brow, 
And look fo queer, I know not how, 
And ſet your arms a-kimbo : 
My laughter you provoke, 
Oh! ho! ho! ho! 
Ha! ha! ha! ha! 
k So plcaſant is the jake. ; . 


* 
If, fir, 7 choſe to try my Gill 
Of fencing, ſoon you'd have your fill; 
But mighty Signior Whiſkers, 
With you I won't engage, 
Oh! ho! ho! ho 
Ha! ha! ha! ha! 
A fig for all your rage, 


Nay, prithee friend, don't draw your ſword ; 
I ſhan't draw mine upon my word; 
Nor could I fight for laughing, | 
Were I to look at you: 
Oh! ho! ho! ho! 
And ſo ſweet fir, adieu. 


, 


. 
WHICH NOBODY CAN DENY, 


H AT all men are beggars, you plainly 
may ſee, 
For beggars there are of every degree, 
Tao? none are ſo bleſt, or ſo happy as we. 
W, 55 ch nobody can 4. 


The tren he begs TE his wares you world 
buy, 

Then begs you'd believe the price is not high, 

And ſwears tis his trade, When he tells you a lie. 


W hich nobody can dem 


( 93 I 

The lawyer, he begs you would give him a fee; 
Tho? he reads not your brieb, and regards not your 
lea ; 5. 
Then adviſes your foe how ta get a decree. a 
Which nobody can _ 


The courtier, he begs for a penſion or place, 

A ribbon, a title, a ſmile from his grace, 

'Tis due to his merit, is writ in his face. — 
Which nobody cam deny. 


But if "i miſhap, he ſhould chance to. get none, 
He begs you'd believe that the nation's undone; 
There's but one honeſt man—and himſelf is that 
one. 


W, bich nobody can deny. 
The fair one, who labours * mornings at homes 


New charms to create, and much paint to conſume, 
Yet begs you'd believe * tis her natural bloom. 
Which nobody can deny. 


The lover, he begs the dear nymph to comply, 


She begs he'd be gone; but her languiſhing eye, 


Still begs he would en a maid ſhe can't die. 
Which nobody can deny. 


s O N 6. 


SPORTSMAN'S HALL. 


HAVE a tenement to let, 
I hope will pleaſe you all; 
a if you'd know the name of i it, 


Tis called Sportsman's-Hall. 


( 94 ) 
*T'is ſeated in a pleaſant vale, 
Beneath a riſing hill: 
This tenement 1s to be let, 


To wholoe'er I will. 


For years, for months, for weeks, or days, 
I'll let this famous bow'r ; 
Nay rather than a tenant want, 
I'd let it for an hour. 


There's round about a pleaſant greve, 
To ſhade it from the fun; 

And underneath this well-water, 
That pleaſantly does run, 


Where, if you are hot, you may be cool'd; 
If cold, you may find heat; 

It is a well-contrived ſpring, 
Not little, nor too great, 


The place 1s very dark by night, 
And ſo it is by day; 

But when you once are enter'd in, 
You cannot loſe your way. 


And when you're in, go boldly on, 
As far as e'er you can; 

And if you reach to the houſe-top, 

You'll be where ne er was man. 


„ 
$ O N G. 


THE COURTSHIP, 


LL ſing you a ſong of a modern date, 
I Concerning a damſel who had a good eſtate 
Rich, young, and beautiful, whoſe name it was 
"ates. | 
She was mightily teaz'd with admirers of late. 
| | Admiration ! admiration ! 
Oh the worderful admiration ! 


The firſt was a beau, much reſembling an ape, 
That had broken its chain, and made its eſcape 
He came into her preſence with many a ſcrape, 
Cock ſure of the maid from his delicate ſhape. 


Afﬀeetation, Se. 


The next was a ſot, who came ſtaggering drunk, 
Juſt as he had quitted his bottle and punk; 28 
But his half rotten carcaſe fo dev'liſhly ſtunk, 
That his hopes were all blaſted, and projects were 
ſunk. 1 
Intoxication, c. 


The next was a youth with a ſorrowful air, 

Who had fallen a victim to love and deſpair; 

He'd not the leaſt proſpect of gaining the fair, 

So juſt came to die, and to end all his care. 

| | Deſperation, &e. 


A bully came next, with a glove in his hat, 
A ſtring of new oaths he had learned quite pat; 


„ 
He brag' d of his courage with impudent chat, 
But to tell you the truth, he'd have ſtarted at that.“ 


Elevation, Ge. 


Then in came a quaker, friend Elijah Prim, 

Hid under the ſhade of a thirteen inch brim; 
What ever he did "twas the ſpirit mov'd him, 

But I'm ſure he had none, for he moy'd nota limb. 


Inſpiration, Sc. 


A rake who had been of her Wenne appriz d, 
In a conjuror's habit his perſon diſguis dj; 
Her fortune to tell, was the ſcheme he devis'd: 
But his beard was pull'd off, and his Og ſur- 
| priz'd. | 
0 arts „Oe. 


An Iriſh dear flioy v was the next that came in, 
Tho? bare was his buttocks, yet rough was his chin, 
A blundering ſtory he ſtrove to begin; 


But Kate by ſuch * he could not win. 
Botheration, Oc 


At length a young captain, directed by fame, 2 
Repair d to the damſel, and put in a claim; 

His offers were ta'en, and he carried the dame; 
So if they're not happy, themſelves are to blame. 
Conſunmation, Se. 
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* A ſnap of the fingers. 


c. 


( 97 ) 
SONG, 


NOBODY KNOWS WHAT. 


'L L fing you a ſong, it is my intention, 

Moſt folks Iwill ſneer at, yet nobody mention, 
Nobody !—you'll cry—Lard ! that muſt be ſtuff; 
Why, in ſinging I'm nobody, that's the firſt proof. 

| 7-4 be: Cho. Tal de roh. 


Tis nobody, nobody ſees the pranks play'd, 


When nobody's by,—betwixt maſter and maid z- 
When ſhe cries out be quiet, ſomebody will hear us, 
He ſoftly replies, — child, there's nobody near us. 

| | o de rol, 


But big with child proving, ſhe's quickly diſcarded, 
When favours are granted nobody's rewarded 5; 
When examin'd, ſhe cries out, oh! Jeſu forbid it, 
If I'm got with child - hy nobody did it. | 

98 ol A rol. 


When by ſtealth the gallant the wanton wife leaves 
The footſteps are heard, and her ſpouſe think's it's 
__ thieves, 
He ſtarts in a fright, calls out loudly who's there, 
The wife pats his cheek—cries—nobody my dear. 
| | ol de rol. 
Nobodyꝰs a name ev'ry body will own, 
* ſomething they ſhould be afraid of they've 
one; | | 
"Tis f name that is fit for old maids and young 
eaus, | . 
For what are they born for? why — nobody knows. 
| F ä 


( 98 ) 
But of nobody now here enough has been ſung, 
If nobody's angry, then nobody's wrong ; 

J hope for my {peaking I cannot be blam'd, 


Who can be offended when nobody's nam'd. 
Tol de rol, 


S O N G. 
THE FRANK» 


HERE was a grave prude, and her ears they 
| were chafte, 5 | 
J wou'd not be bound for to vouch for the reſt; 
She'd make a long face, and be ſure to cry fe, 
At a word that was ever ſo little awry, -— - | 
8 | Derry down, Oc. 


To a Member of Parliament ſhe was firſt couſin, 
And had us'd for to plague him for franks by the 
dozen; | | 
Till one day when to him a large packet came, 
Then he wrote a pah word on it inſtead of his name. 
oO hs Derry down," Oc. 


This word you may ſee on each wall as you walk, 

Sometimes wrote with charcoal, ſometimes wrote 
with chalk ; | 

On many a window, and many a door, 

But never TI think frank'd a letter before. 

; Derry down, c. 


This prude be ing hurried in writing one day, 
She took up a frank, and ſhe ſent it away; 


1 7 = 
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But the thing did not *ſcape the Poſtmaſter” s in- 
ſpection, 

Tho” the firſt time he'd ſeen 1t thus under ade 
Derry down, Sc, 


He ſtep'd to the door, and he call'd back the maid, 
And ſmiling all round his broad face to her ſaid, 
Give my ſervice to your miſtreſs, and pray let her 
know, 
I'm ſorry, but _ member's frank will not go. 
| Derry doaun, Oe. 


Pair ladies take warning by this hiſtory ; 

; Examine your franks leſt they ſhould be 00 free; 

May your letters bring honor, but never bring 
ſhame, 

May they never be frank'd by ſo rough a nick name. 

: Derry down, & c. 


Lo — —— 
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E | THE SAILOR'S RELIEF, 


Tune—Come liſten to my Ditty. | 


OW ſafe moor'd, with bowl before . 
Meſſmates kaave a hand with me, 
Lend a brother ſailor chorus, 
While he ſings our lives at ſea: 


O'er the wide wave-ſwelling occean, 
Toſs'd aloft,or tumbled low 
; As to fear, *tis all a notion, 
* When our time's come, we muſt go. 


Tune Lit is cheq ured. 


Hark! the boatſwain hoarſely bawling, 
By top-fail &eets and haul-yards ſtand, 


But 7 F 2 Donn 


| TT wo)» 
Down top-gallants, down be hauling, 
Down your ſtay-ſails, hand boys, hand; 

Now ſet the braces, 

Don't make wry faces, 
But the lee top- ſail ſheets let go, 
Starboard here, | 
Larboard there, 
Turn your quid, 
Take a ſwear, 

Yo! yo! yo! 


Firt Tune again. 


"Oh, ye landſmen, idly lying 
All along-ſide beauty's charm, 
Safe in ſoft beds, ſeas defying, 
Free from all but love's alarms. 
While on billows, billows rolling, 
Death appears in every form, - 
On no ladies laps we're lolling, 


No kind kiſs can calm the ſtorm. 


But loud peals, on peals are claſhing, 
Through rift rocks, the ſhrill wind ſhrieks; 
In our eyes fierce lightning flaſhing, 
Scorch the ſails, and ſtench the decks. 
Burſting clouds upon us pouring, 
Black, o'erſpread the face of day, 
Burying ſeas in whirlpools roaring, 
Fiery flies the ſparkliag ſpray, ' 


High, the tofling tempeſt heaves us, 
Tow'rds the pole aloft we go, 
While the clouds ſeem to receive us, 


Dreadtul yawns the gulph below. 


'( aan 
In that dark deep, down, down, down, down 
Down we fink from ſight of ſky, 
By the ſwell as inſtant up thrown, 
Hark | what means yon diſmal cry ! 


The foremaſt's gone, yells ſome ſad tongue out 
O'er the lee, twelve feet *bove deck. 
A leak beneath the cheſtree's ſprung out, 
Call all hands to clear the wreck, * | © 
Quick the lanayards cut in pieces, 
Come my hearts, be ſtout and bold, 
Plumb the well, the teak increafes 
Four feet water's in the hold. 


Worſe and worſe, I wild winds tearing, 
Warring waves around us foam, 
For the worſt, white we're preparing, 
Nature ſhrinks, and ſighs for home. 
There, our babes, perhaps are ſaying, 
In their little liſping train, 
As round mother's knees they're playing, 
Daddy ſoon will come again, 


Tune—Farly one morn a jolly young Tur. 


If we muſt die, why die we muſt, ä 
Tis a birth in which all muſt belay mun. 

When our debt's due, for death won't truſt, 
Then all hands be ready to pay mun. 

As to life's ftriking its flag, | im fear, 

Our cruize is out, that's all my brother, 

In this world we've luff'd it up, thus, and no near, 
So let's ſhip ourſelves off for another 


F 3 Tus 


a 
Tune the firft again. 


Overboard the guns be throwing, 
To the pumps come ev'ry hand, 
See her mizen maſt is going, 
On the lee beam lies the land. 
Riſing rocks appear before us, 
Hopeleſs, yet for help we call, 
Ev'ry fea breaks fatal o'er us, 
To the ſtorm's fell power we fall. 


Now diſmay, with aſpect horrid, 
Swells each ſleepleſs eye with tears; 
And deſpair, with briſtly forehead, 
On each bloodleſs face appears. 
Sadly we view the ruthleſs wave !— 
O'erwhelming ſeas roll mountain high; 
The ſwell comes on, our watery grave. 
Hark, what means yon happy cry ! 


The leak we've found, it cannot pour fal, 
We've lighten'd her a foot or more ; 
Up and rig a jury fore-maſt, 


She rights, ſhe rights, boys; wear off ſhore. | 


Now, my hearts; we're ſafe from ſinking, 
We'll again lead failors lives ; 

Come, the cann boys, let's be drinking 
To our ſweethearts, and our wives. 


S O N G. 


(eh 
8 id 
* L ARGENT. 
Tune —Pretty Peggy of Windſor. WY" 


HO" witk puffs daily papers are cramm n'd, br, 

Wich ant ſdotes tor ev'ry ail, 

I'll fhew a ſpeciſic not ſhamm'd, fir, 

A noſtrum which never can fail. 

The drop and pill 
May heal or kill, | 

As doctors on doctors have done ; 
But ſnug and ſure, | 
To work a cure, 


Apply th' Elixir P Argent, 7 2 


For went: bn ſeb bed tis an Enric; 1 
A Reftoratiue for a loſt fame; 


If fear gravels you, this D7'retic 


Diſcharges each ſymptom of ſhame. 
Like Achilles from Styx, 
No wound will fx 
When this unguertum is on. 
Nay, chuſe to anoint, 
Ev n | juſtice' s point, 


is blunt by Elixir Þ Argent. 


"Tis a Styptic to ſtop maidens ſcruples, 
An Opiate makes jealouſy reſt ; 
"Tis a Lecture where all men are pupils, 
Art and ſcience without 1 it a Jeſt. 
Be witty, be wiſe, SIS 
Win learning O prize, 
This Recipe want you 're utidone 3 3 


8 : - ; ohh Merit 


| 2 
Merit vainly may ſtrive, 
No genius can thrive, 


But the genius who gets the P Argent. 


His honor demurs to a hearing, 
The agent demurs to his plan, 
The witneſs demurs to his ſwearing, 
And madam demurs to her man; 
Yet each ſick breaſt 
Demurs digeſt, 
Secundum artem they re gone, 
When a guantum ſuſf. 
Is erg | the ſtuff, 
Elixir nouveau as Argent. 


When ſickneſs volumptuouſneſs ſeizes, 
The medical corps in array, 8 
Sword by ſide take the field gainſt diſeaſes, 
And, Swiſs-like, give battle for pay. 
Not a word of /elf, 
Accepting the pelf, 
That leſſon the learned ne'er con, 
But faith we're flamm'd, 
We might die and be damn'd, 
But for our Elixir ! Argent. 


6 GO N-.. 4s 
THE NEW ROLLING PIX. 


A cobler there was, and he liv'd in a fall, 


- « 


Se.) 


Popiſh old dame to her handmaid thus cry*d, 
A «« Now Chriſtmas is coming, we nch, we muſt 


provide 


«Then 


Tis 
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„Then early, to-morrow, Pd have you begin, 


« To work very hard with the new Rolling-pin. 


This buxom young jade, as reported by fame, 
Tho? ſeemingly virtuous, was fond of that ſame 
And at puddings and pyes the prize the wou'd win, 
So dext'rous was Doll at the new Rolling pin. 


Father Lawrence, a monk of the Franciſcan claſs, 
Who lov'd carnal worſhip much better than maſs, 
With true Gallic freedom unbidden came in, 

To cat up the fruits of the new Rolling pin. | 


To the kitchen then hied this ſanRified ſinner, 


Where Doll was preparing a paity for dinger; 


And eyeing her o'er, „Child, {ays he with a grin 
« 1 fee you can handle a good Rolling-pin. 


Derry down. 


So charming a morſel reſolving to taſte, 

He told her he'd teach her to make the hot paſte 3 
Then taking a kifs, chuk'd her under the chin, 
And ſaid he would ſhew her a Church Rolling pin. 


Then down on the dreſſer his pupil he laid, 
And having with rapture love's altar turvey'd, 
The fleſh and the devil prevail'd o'er the fin, 
He kneaded her dough with his owa Rol/ing-pir. 

2h Derr, down, 


--- 
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405 e bh Ys 
ux INFALLIBLE BEAUTY. 


N the days of my youth I was ſenſibly crazy, 
TI courted a laſs that was willing but lazy; 
Her teeth were as white as a bog in November, 
Her eyes were as black—as the ſnow in December. 
Sing Larry hi ho! ſhe's a feet lovely creature“ 
T he Devil himſelf would be frighten'd to meet her, 


Her neck is as ſmooth as the fide of a griddle, 
And ſweet with her wriſt ſhe can play the ſcotch 
| fiddle: 3 | 
The ſhape of her legs are like two ſtacks of corn, fir; 

Her teeth are as clear as a ſow-gilder's horn, fir. 

| | Sing Larry hi ho, Cc. 
Her eyes, believe, are the eyes of a goat, fir, | | 
And as forher mouth —1t might be a ſhip's boat, fir, 


No more than a tyger, ſhe eats at her vietual, 
And drinks no more ſluſh, than a grampus would 
pickle, 


Sing Larry hi ho, Ec, 


Whenever this maid has a mind to be lac'd, fir, 
Her middle's as ſmall as a cow in the waiſt, . 
You'd. glory to hear the jade ſing at her pleaſure, 
As ſweet as—an aſs at the change of the weather. 

| Sing Larry, hi bo, &c, 


Now having once more, ſhut my eyes to behold her, 
Not ſpeaking a word, my whole mind I have told 
: her; 1 24 « - 8 8 143 5 4 2 42 
My dear I love you as a thief loves a halter, 
M you will conſent your condition to alter. | 
6 ae he C5 Sing Larry hi ho, Ca 
x 0, . 


( mop V 
THE DRUNKEN COBLER'S RAMBLE.. 


\ O, ſafe arrived at laſt; thanks to a ſtrong 
5 brain, and a good underſtanding ;- yes, pox 
on the dogs! they thought to have maſtered me, 

by plying this leathern throat of mine with as much 
liquor, as though I had been an Alderman at a eity 
feaſt; but honeſt Criſpin. of Cripplegate” bit em, 
and came away with his budget full, and as ſober as 
ever I'd with to be. Betty, Betty, bring me a pot 
of half and half, but be ſure you don't mix it.— 
Let's ſee, what have we got here ?—Confound- the 
backs of theſe chairs! they're always behind. 
Hum What a d—mn'd candle's this, one can 
hardly extingutth che Morning Herald from the 
Morning Poſt only by it's crowing:—hah ! (reading) 
Saturday and Sunday's poſts It is ſaid that Doctor 
Banks and Mr. Sal- apmander, will by command 
of her Majeſty, undertake a voyage round —hum 

* —the bum dreſs of the preſent month;' ah ! and 
orders are received at the Victualling- Office ac- 
* cordingly, for a ſupply of thirty-ſix months pro- 
* 7 N hum We hear from Carlifle; that 
© as. a great parſonage was going in his chariot to 
Windior—zhe fell aſleep with the candle burning 
in his hand, and ſet fire to the bed cloaths; Ay, 
that might happen through the careleſſneſs of tlie 
driver. So, Wuitehaven,—-Veſterday arrived 
5 here from Philadelphia, with diſpatches on board 
the moſt violent ſtorm of thunder and lightning 
ever remembred: Pſhaw'! that's nothing but 
a bam upon the miniſtry. Yeſterday morning 
about three o' clock this afternoon, a fire broke 
* out in an empty houſe, and entirely conſumated 
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© all the furniture; an elderly middle ag'd woman 
* coming by at the ſame time, fell into a cinder 
© cieve and was drowned. Saturday morning abour 
© four o'clock in the afternoon, a woman was com- 
© mitted to Bridewell, by John Wilding, Eſq ; tor 
* barbarouſly ſcraping her baſtard child to death 
© with oyſter ſhells : firſt murder of the kind I ever 
heard of Foreign news, Piccadilly, Aug. the 
© 34th, Yeſterday a woman was ſafely delivered of 
© a fine boy, with a wooden leg.” Oh! this is all 


. d—mn'd lies, this can never be true. Lights Yhe 


pipe, Sc.) I went to fee a friend of mine t'other 
day, he's a coachman in a gentleman's family, and 
he aſked me to go to the play with him :—Play ſays 


I, why what play is it? „Why,“ ſays he, tis 


« King Hamlet and the Prince of Dunkirk ;”? King 
Hamlet and the Prince of Dunkirk, ſays I, that can 


never be: for I have got all the Roman Emperors 


lock'd up in my cloſſet, and I am ſure there's none 
of their names begins with an H, unleſs it is Titus 


Vaſhpafion.— So preſently the Cook and Coach- 


man got quarrelling, about who had travelled far- 


theſt; and in the midſt of the ſcuffle, the Cook 


tumbled the Coachman into the dripping-pan ; now 
fays the Coachman I may ſwear I have travelled 
fartheſt ; for I have travelled into Greaſe ; indeed 
fo he had, for he was d—mn'd greafy., 

have three as fine children as any man would 
with to flick a knife into: There's my ſon Tommy, 
he is a fine ſcholar; he writes two exceeding fine 
hands, one he cannot read himſelf, and the other 


nobody can read for him, Now there is my daugh- 


ter Poliy, ſhe lives with an old parſon ; ſhe was fo 
d—mn'd cunning t'other day, as to mend the par- 


ſon's ſtockings with white worſted; ſo that the poor 


parſon 


46 
parſon was forced to hop to the Church like a mag- 
pye.—Why Betty, Betty, this ſon of a whore of 


a maid goes up ſtairs forty times a day, and never 


comes down again.—Bat its all one to Criſpin.— 


let the world go as it will, I can divert mytelf with 


an old ſong. 
| a Tol de rol raro. 


S8 S N 0 
LIBERTY-HALL. 
Tune — Derry down. 


LD Homer! but with him what have we to do? 
What are Grecians, or Trojans to me or to 
| you? | 
Such heatheniſh heroes no more I'll invoke, 


Choice Spirits aſſiſt me, attend hearts of oak. 


Der ry down, 


Sweet peace, belov'd handmaid of ſcience and art, 
Unanimity take your petitioner's part; 
Accept of my ſong, tis the beſt I can do— 

But firſt, may it pleaſe ye—my ſervice to you. 


Perhaps my addreſs you may premature think, 


Becauſe I have mention'd no toaft as I drink; 
There are many fine toaſts, but the beſt of them all 


ls the toaſt of the times, that is Liberiy Hall. 


Derry down, 


That fine Britiſh building by Alfred was fram'd, 
Its grand corner-ſtone Magna Charta is nad; 
22 : Independency 
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anne 


Independency came at integrity's call, 
And torm'd the front pliers ot Liberty hall. 
Derry arwn, 


This manor our forefathers bought with their 
biood, | 
And their ſons, and their ſons ſons, have prov'd the 
deeds good ; 
By that titie we live, with that title we'll fall, 
For life is not life out of Liberty-hall. 
Derry down. 


In mantle of honour, each ſtar-ſpangled fold, 
Playing right in the ſun-ſhine, the burniſh of gold, 
Truth beams on her breaſt ; ſce at loyalty's call, 


The 3 of ITY in Liberty-ball. 
Derry down. 


Ye ſweet ſmelling courtlings of riblicn and lace, 
The ſpaniels of pow'r, and bounty's diſgrace, 
So ſupple, fo ſervile, fo paſſive ye fall, 


hs down, 


: 


But when Revolutidt had ford d the crown, | 
And natural reaſon knock'd Tyranny down, 
No frowns cloath'd with terror appear'd to appall 

The doors were thrown open of Liberty ball. 


Der. 'y down 


ges England triumphant, her - fiips ſiveep the ſea, 
Her ſtandard: is juſtice, her watch-word be free; 
Our King is our countryman, Engliſhmen all, 


God bleis him, and bleſs us, in Liberty ball. 


einn gn 29 Derry donws. 
1 e On 


* 
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On were is des all Monſieur wants to know, 
"Tis neither at Marli, Verſailles, Fontainbleau: 
Tis a palace of no mortal architect's art, 
For LizERTY- HALL 1s an ENGLISHMAN'S 
HkEAR r. Derry down. 


0 
8 O N G. 
THE JOLLY SOUL. 
Tune be Wine Vault. 


\OME Liberty, damme boys, but we'll be free, 
Tho' Care kill'd a cat, what care I? 

II hold fix to four, only {ay done to me, 
Like a Soul J have liv? a and 1'11 die, 

My brave Pages 


Thiy ſent me to college, I dint mind that, 
To teach me to preach and to pray; 1 
Jwou'd'nt be humm'd, I ſaw what they were at, 
Sa my eye 1805 all they can ſay, 
My. brave 9 2 


As to oalpie palaver; why that s all a dan. 
No prieſteraft ſhall e er do for me; 

I will, or I wont, a free ent Dain; | jak 
And PI'll only believe what I fee, -. : 4. * 

om oy „ My brave wy 


May lovers of claret, aye, claret's the ching, 
To drink it without any taxõ!; 

don't mind the bother bout ſubject and king, L 
* e that's all Ia , 

Wed ed oh My brave ; 
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If Clergy, and Commons, and Lords will but joia, 
Our national debts to pay off, 
And let us free gratis have women and wine, 
Why then we may do well enough, 
My brave boys, 


In half- pints the Parl'ment-houſe then 11! toaſt, 
And Groger too, upon my bare knee, 
J don't care which ſide, or it none rule the roaſt, 
So I've but my tun and am free, 
My brawe boys, 


But now they're ſad times, for our freedom is gone, 
Since we to bumbailifts ſubmar ; 
Bill © R:4hts! dam all bills, for the nation's un- 
do ice, = 


By that General warrant, a Writ, 
My brave FI 


We muſt be made ſlaves if they don't put a ſtop 
To lawyers, the juſtice and all; 
For if in Old England we don't keep it up, 


Why then, to be ſure, it muſt fall, 
My brave buys, 


When I die—but that 5 queer=—and to think on't 


4 


is dull, 
So as zo this here, or FER there, 
Let me go where I will, if my bottle is full, 


n 1 1 but a girl, E don't care, 
My brawe boys, 


- 


If maſter Death «hrufts himſelf into my room, 
They tell me he always makes free, 
I'll try if I can't tip 71d Boney a hum, 
LV not, why, may-hap he hums me, 
My brave boy 


in, 


J. 


Jos 


. 


J. 
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As I told you before, I'm refolv'd not ts th ink, 
So I cannot a ſentiment give, | 
However, my fouls, while we live let us drink, 
Becauſe while we're drinking we live, 9 
| £ My brave boys. 
1 
— . — — 


THE SENTIMENT SONG» 


Tune--Sing T antararara Toaſt all. 


neſs prepare, 
rang'd right and left in ſupport of the chair, 
We'll chorus our ſong as the circling toaſt paſſes, 
And manage our bumpers as muſical glaſſes. | 
Sing Tantararara Toaſt all. 


Dis: o'cr, and grace ſaid, we'll for bus'- 
r 


To your lips, my convivials, the Burgundy lift, 
May we never want courage when put to a hit: 
Here's what tars diſlike, and what ladies like beſt, 


What's that ?—you may whiſper, why tis 70 be 


priſid! 
. Sing Tantararara Toaft all. 


Ye fowlers who eager at partridges aim, 


Don't mark the maim'd covey, but mind better 


game; 
"Tis beauty's the ſport to repay ſportſmen's trouble, 
And there may our pointers ſtand tiff in the flubble. 
Sing Tantararara Toaſt all. 
To 


G 
To game we give law, and game laws we have N 
3 : 


Here's Loves laws, and they who loves las WS are ful. 
filling * 


But never may Jam: 15 aemur to the ſport, 
Nor we /uffer nonſuits when cadl'd igto court. 
Sing Tamntaratars Toast all. 


As the Indians are warring, our game we muſt uch, 
On our breaſt, as we lie, we preſent thro” a buſl— 
Here's the neft in that buſh, and the bird-nefting lover 
Here's Midaleſer &ufor fighting ,--=re/t and recover, 


Sing Tantararara T onjt all. 


Aſthmatical gluttons exiſt but to eat, 

They purchaſe repletions at each turtle treat; 

Love's feaſt boaſts a flavour unknown to made 
diſnes 

Here s life's dainty, dreſiid auith the fevert Jauce of 
Lies. 


Sing Tamararara Toaſt all, 


Fair befal ev'ry laſs, fair may fine ladies fall, 


No colour I'l! fix on, but drink to them all; 


The black, the brunette, and the golden-lock'd 


dame 


The lock of all locks, and anlieting the ſame.” 


Sing Tax/ararara FO all, 


More upright fore-knowledge that lock is com- 


manding, 
Than all other locks, aye, or Lycke's Underftanding ; 
That lock has the caſter of Cupid within it, 


So-—here 8 to the hey lads—1he critical minute. 


| Sing Tantararara Toaſt all. 


2 


6 


Lads pour out ibations from bottles and bowls 
The mother of* All-Saints is drank by All-Souls — 
Here's the down bed of beauty which upranes man, 
And beneath the thatch'd-houje, the miraculous cann. 


Ling Tantararara Toaſt all. 


The Dock-yard which furniſhes Great Britain's fleets, 
The Book binders wives manufact' ring in ſheets, . 

The brown female reaper, who dares undertake her? 
And the wite of Will Wattle=/be neat baſket maker» 


Sing T antararara Toaſt all. 


Here's Bathfheba's Cockpit where David flood centry, 
Eves Cuſtom houje, awhere Adam made the firft entry 
The pleaſant plac d avater-fall midſi Buſhy part; 
The nick makes the tail and, the farrier's wift's mark, 


_ Sing Tamararara Toaft all, 


That the hungry be fill'd awith rich things let us ſay, * 

And well pleajed the rich be ſent empty anvay 

The miller's * muſick ,=the laſs that's lamb- lil; 

And fence of the farmer on top of love's dyke, 
Sing Tamararara Toaft all. 


But why from this round-about phraſe muſt be 
gueſs'd, 2A 
What in one ſingle ſyllable's better expreſs'd; 
That ſyllable then I my ſentiment call, | 
Sa here's to that word, which is, one ævord for all. 


Sing Tantararara Toaſt all. 


SONG. 
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THE DAMN “D HONEST FELLOW, 
Tune Old Woman at Grimſtone. 


8 a Choice-Spirit bred, ſo I'll choicely behave, 
| My Bucks I'm damn'd honeſt and tree ; 


As to rules, they're for fools : I'll be nobody's flave, 


The miniſter muk do for me. 


If he does not, or cannot, for that's all the ſame, 
But leaves me to ſink or to ſwim; 

If he won't do for me when | tend in my name, 
Why, dam'me then, I'll do for him. 


If Gzox Ge did but tip me a place, or a poſt, 
If I did'nt clear all, I'll be curſt. 

T'll take care chat nothing ſhall ever be loſt, 
Of myſelt though Vil take care the firſt. 


The Government's tools to a man I would ſhift, 
Corruption's the nation's diſgrace 

The Treaſury's Lord, why I'll turn him adrift, 
And whip myſelf plump in his place. 


The national debt I'll wet- ſpunge it away, 
The Siniing Fund that I wou'd drown ; - 

And when we bold Britons have nothing to pay, 
Why then ali our money's our own. 


As to Sroichmen, I'll ſcotch them all of, never fear, 


They are Jacobites all to a man; 
Pray tell me what buſineſs have ſuch fellows here! 
I'm a Briton, and hate ev'ry clan. 


They 


X 


e 


G ) 
They have nothing to do with our meat and our 
drink, 
I grant you they're clever, but ſtill 2 
We're ten times as clever, if we wou'd but think, 
And one time or other we will. 


Like foxes I'll hunt Prefbyterians to church, 

For zounds we'll be all orthodox 

The ſubſidy princes III leave in the lurch, 
And ſtock-jobbers ſet in the ſtocks. 


My friends I'll provide for, and thus I'Il begin; 
Archbiſhop oi York ſhall make room, 

His pulpit I've promis'd to my whipper-1n, 
The Lord Chancellor's ſeat to my grooms. 


My Grand Buck at drinking, ſhall Admiral be; 
I ve judgment in all I detign ;— 


He iurely muſt prove beſt commander at ſea 


Who's beſt at an ocean of wine. 


Now as to land-ſervice, Exciſe ll diſband, 
And I' baniſh the avatch from the ſtreet; 


Betwixt York and Lunnon no turnpikes ſhall ſtand, 
And I'll burn the King's Bench and the Fleet. 


As to ſmugglers, why curſe on the Cuftom-hou/e 
tribe; | 
Of Placemen I'll ſoon make an end; 
Pl! hang the firſt fellow 1 find take a bribe,— 
Except "twas a Buck, — and my friend. 


So now for a toaſt—ſtay—what toaſt ſhall we have? 


Why LIBERTY can we ſay more 
And he who won't pledge it, I'm ſure is a ſlave, 
And a flave is a fon of a whore, 
A 


( 
A wife to be ſure ! that's the faſhion in town, 
And faſhion for wives to make free; 
But I won't be humm'd, I'Il have none of my own, 
What friends have will always ſerve me. - 


So here's to the girl who will give one a ſhare, 
But as fer thoſe jilts who deny, 
So curſedly coy, tho* they've ſo much to ſpare— 

But drink, Brother Bucks, for I'm dry. 


— —— — — ’»'—— nao one. 


FOUR AND TWENTY. FIDLERS, 


6 A COMIC MEDLEY. 


Sang by Mr. Edwin, 


* OUR and twenty fidlers all in a row, 
. Four and twenty fidlers, &c. 

* There was fiddle faddle fiddle, and double demi-ſemi 
=_ quibble down below ; ; 

wr This is my lady's birth-day, - 

| 1 Therefore we will keep holiday, 

5 And come for to be merry. 

| al 1 | 
14 Four and twenty drummers all in a row, 

|| Four and twenty drummers, & c. 

* And there was I rub a dub, O rub a dub, 
5 And fiddle faddle fiddle, &c. &c. 


Fonr and twenty trumpeters all in a row, 
Four and twenty trumpeters, &c. | 
There was tantarararo, I rub a dub, O rub a dub, &c. 
5 \ | | 
We. Four and twenty coblers all in a row, 
[ Four and twenty coblers, &c. 


wilt, 4 9 
ol There 


e 
There was coblers and ſtop awls, flop awls and 
coblers, 
And tantarararo, 1 cub a aas, &c. 


Four and twenty fencing-maſters all in a row, 
Four and twenty fencing- maſters, &c. 
There was puſh, carte and tierce, down with his 
heels and cut him acroſs, 
Coblers and ſtop awls, ſtop awls and coblers, c. 


Four and twenty captains all in a row, 
Four and twenty captains, &c. 
There was d—n him, kick him down ſtairs, 
Puſh, carte and tierce, &c. 


Four and twenty parſons all in a row, 
Four and twenty parſons, &c. 
There was L—d have merey upon us, 
. D—n him, kick him down ſtairs, &c. 
ni | | | | 
Four and twenty taylors all in a row, 
Four and twenty taylors, &c. 
There was one caught a louſe, another let him looſe ; 
D—n his eyes, ſays another, knock him down with 
the goole ; | 
Lord have mercy upon us, &c. 


Four and twenty barbers all in a row, 
Four and twenty barbers, &c. 
There was long wigs, toupees, frizee, frize, powder 
and pomatum, two ruffles and never a ſhirt; 
c. d—n'd hard times, walk in, your honours— 
and ſhave for a penny. 
One caught a louſe, &c. 


re y 5 Four 


(0 


Four and twenty quakers all in row, 
Four and twenty quakers, &c. 


There was Abram he begat Iſaac, and Iſaac begat 


Jacob, and Jacob open d his generation box, 
— with long wigs, toupees, &c. 


Four and twenty dutchmen all in a row, 
Four and W dutchmen, &c. 


There were Americanos, Spaniorum, Amſterdam, 


Rotterdam, and d—nation ſeize them all to. 
gether—Abram he begat Iſaac, and Ifaac be- 
bat Jacob, and Jacob open'd his generation 
box, with—Long wigs, toupees, frizee, frize, 
powder and pomatum, two ruffles and never a 
ſhirt; d—n'd hard times; walk in your hon- 


nours, and ſhave for a penny—One caught a 


louſe, another let him looſe—=D—n his eyes, 
ſays another, knock him down with the gooſe, 
L—d have mercy upon us—D—n him, kick 
him down ftairs ;—puſh, carte, and tierce; 
down with his heels, and cut him acroſs— Cob. 
lers and ſtop awls, ſtop awls and cobler:— 
Tantarararo, I rub a dub, O rub a dub—And 
fiddle faddle fiddle, and double demi-ſemi quib- 

ble down below, 


This is my Lady" s birth-day, 
Therefore we will oP holiday. 


SONG. 


G 
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Sung by Mr. Moody. 
IRISHMAN'S LAMENTATION. | 


A Y ſweet pretty Mogg, you're as ſoft as a bog, 
M And wild as a kitten, and wild as a kitten: 
Thote eyes on your face (O pity my caſe) 

Poor Dermot hath ſmitten, poor Dermot hath ſmitten. 


Far ſofter than filk, and as fair as new-mutlk, 

Your lily-white hand is, your lily-white hand is: 
Your ſhape's like a pail; from your head to your tail, 
You're ſtrait as a wand is, you're ftrait as a wand is. 


Your lips red as cherries, and your curling hair is 
As black as the Devil, as black as the Devil: 
Your breath is as ſweet too as any potatoe, _ 
Or orange from Seville, or orange from Seville. 


When dreſs'd in your boddice, you trip like a goddeſs 
So nimble, fo friſky! ſo nimble, fo friſky! | 
A kiſs on your cheek ('tis fo ſoft and fo fleek) © 
Would warm me like whiſky, would warm me like 


whiſky, + 


{ grunt and I pine, and I ſob like a ſwine, 
becauſe you're ſo cruel, becauſe you're ſo cruel. 
No reſt I can take; and afleep or awake 

| dream of my jewel, I dream of my jewel. 


Your hate then give o'er; nor Dermot your lover 
So cruelly handle, ſo cruelly handle; 


er Dermot muſt die, like a pig in a ſty, 


Or the ſuuff of a candle, the ſnuff of a candle. 
50 =  . $ONG:. 
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5 
$ O N 6. 
In the Duenna. 
FORMER TIMES. 


The days when I was young 
When I laugh'd in fortune's ſpight, 
Taik'd of love the whole day loag, 
And with nectar crown'd the night; 
Then it was, old father care, . 
Little reck*d'T of thy frown ; 
Half thy malice youth could bear, 
And the reſt a bumper drown. | 4 
RW O the days, &. 


Truth, they ſay, lies in a well; 
Why I vow I ne'er could ſee, 
Let the water-drinkers tell, 
There it always lay for me, 
For when ſparkling wine went round, 
Never ſaw I falihood's maſk ;; 
But Rill the honeſt truth I found 
In the bottom of each flaſk. - 


O the days, Et 


True at length my vigour's flown, 
I have years to bring decay; 
Few the locks that now 1 own, 
And the few I have are grey. 
Yet, old Jerome, thou may'ſt boaſt, 
While thy ſpirits do not tire, 
Still beneath thy age's froſt 
Glows a ſpark ot youthful fire; 


0 eb+ days, U. 
1 


&t, 


E 


7 
e. 
H i 


( 123 ) 


THE SAILOR'S DESCRIPTION OF A HUNTING, 


OING to ſee my father the other day, he 
ax'd me to take a voyage a hunting with 

him ;— ſo, when the ſwabber rigg'd the horſes, 
they brought me one to ſtow myſelf on board of, 
vat they told me was in ſuch right and tight 
trim, ſhe would go as faſt upon any tack as a 
Folkſtone cutter; ſo I got up aloft, and clapt 
myſelf athwart ſhip, this'n, and made as much 
way as the beſt on *um—and to the windward of 
a gravel-pit we ſpied-a hare at anchor ; fo ſhe 
weighed and bore away, and juſt as I had over- 
hauled her, my horſe came bump aſhore upon a 
ſtone, the back ſtay broke, ſhe pitch'd me over 
the forecaſtle, came keel upwards, and unſhipp*d 
my ſhoulder; and damme if I ever {et fail on a 
land privateering again. 


i: 8. 0. N--6. 
Sung by Mr. Edwin, in Harlequin Teague, 
FAL DE RAL TIT. 


Wa Ss Ilearn'd a pretty ſong in France, 


And I brought it o'er the ſea by chance; 
And when in Wapping I did dance, 
Oh! the like was never ſeen: 
For I made the-muhic loud to play, 
All for to paſs the dull hours away, 
And when I had nothing left for to ſay, 
Then I ſang fal de ral tit, &c. 2 


As I was walking down Thames-ſtreet, 
A ſhipmate of mine I chanc'd for to meet, 
And 1 was reſolved him for to treat 
With a can of grog, * 
| = 


6124 ) 
A can of grog they brought us ſtraight, 
All for to pleaſure my ſhip-mate, 
And ſatisfaction give him ſtraight, 
Then I ſung fal de ral tit, &c. 


The maccaronies next came in, 

All dreſs'd ſo neat, and look'd ſo trim, 

And thinking for to ſtrike me dumb. 

(#4 Some was. ſhort, and ſome was tall, 

|, 40h But *tis very well known that I lick d them all, 

[i For I dous'd their heads againſt the wall, 
Then I ſung fal de ral tit, Kc. 


The landlord then aloud did ſay, 
[hi As how he wiſh*d I'd go away, 
"2" And if I *tempted for to ſta y, 
Foy As how he'd take the law; _ 
Lord d—me ſays I you may do your worſt, 
For Þve not ſcarcely quench'd my thirſt; 
All this 1 ſaid, and nothing worſe,” 

Then I 8 fal de ral tit, &c. 


1 It's wh Pi ve croſß d ys raging main, \ 
3 And be come back to Old England ſpin: 
1 Of grog VII drink galore; : .; | 
| With a pretty girl to fit by my nde, 5711 
And for her coſtly robes 11 provide, 45 
So that ſhe ſhalb be ſatisfiel, 
Then I'll vg fal de _ | tity de. 61 


Fr * 
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$8 O. N66. 
THE BROWN BEER OF OLD ENGLAND. 


HEN humming brown beer was the En- 
gliſh-man's taſte, 
Our wives they were merry, our daughters were 
chaſte; 


Their breath ſmelt like roſes whenever embrac'd. 


Cho. Oh the Erown beer of Old England, 
And oh the Old Engliſh brown beer / 


Ere coffee and tea found their way to the throne, 
Our anceſtors they by their fires ſat down; 
Their bread it was wane; and their beer! it was 


brown. 
Ob the brown beer, &c. | 


Qur heroes of old, of whoſe conqueſts «eboaſt;” 
Could make a good meal of a pot and a toaſt ; 
Oh! did w we ſo now, we ſhould ſoon rule the roaſt. 


0h a broaen where Le. 
When the great Spaniſh fleet on our coaſt did appear, 


Our failors each one drank a jorum of beer, nad 


And lent them away with a flea in their ear. 
| Of the brown beer, rol e. 


Our clergymen then took a cup of good beer, bs 
Ere they mounted the roſtrum, their ſpirits to cheer s 
Then preach'd againſt vices, though coartiers Fes 
near. | | 
0 3 yours Beep, if A 


G 3 Their 


1 
Their doctrines then were authentic and bold, 
And grounded on Scriptures, and fathers of old; 


But now they preach nothing but what they are told. 


- Oh the brown beer, Oc. 


For fince the geneva, and ftrong ratiffee, 


They are dwindled to nothing but, ſftay—let me ce, 


Faith nothing at all but mere fiddle-de-dez. 
Oh the brown beer, Oc. 


e. 


LAUGH AND GROW far. 


* 


E humdrums who ſigh all your life-time away, 

* Without the kind warmth of briſk jolity's ray, 
Who with whining and pining grow ſtupid and flat, 
Accept the ſweet balſam of-—Laugh and Grow Fat. 
Laugh—ha! ha! ha! Sc. 


Of excellent virtues, and well known to cure 

Moſt griefs that the body or mind do endure ; 

[t does eaſe all the troubles bad fortune begat, 
When once you're acquainted with—Laugh and 


Grow TRY, 
S Taugh— ha ha! ba! Ec. 


The Methodiſt Preacher, with well Wr rage, 
May laugh at the folly and vice of the age; 
So dull is his nonſenſe, ſo formal his chat, 

That I am reſolved to—Laugh and Grow Fat. 


Laugh—ka! ta! ha! Sc. 


Now 


55 
"7 


6 


Now come you briſk fouls, 5 aſſiſt me to draw, 


Jo lengthen the chorus of—ha ! ha.! ha! ha! 


Tho! fortune frown on us, what care we for that? 
We ſcorn all his terrors, and Laugh and Grow Fat. 
Laugh hal 152 ha! Sc. 


— 
1 
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Sung by Mr. Edwin, in Omai. 
JACK BLOCK. 


HEN I came back to bonny Shadwell-dock , 
; In my feathers and jackets ſo airy ; 
How the —_— did ſtare at their friend Jack Block : 
With his chip chow, 
Cherry chow, 
Rolty, ulty, ilty, ow, 
| Roxwwdle, oliy, O. 


When with buxom Poll, at the Anchor ſo blue, 
I call'd for a bowl of rumbo ; 


Says ſhe, Jack your health; ſays 1, here's to you. 


. With kis chip chew, & c. 


The purſer he looked at me very big, 
And to Poll threw his loving palaver; 
But the rumbo I ſluic'd o' er his white chizzel'd wig. 
With my chip cheao, Sc. 


His pipe being broke, oh, d—n it how he auen 0 
Says he, you muſt aſk my pardon: 
days I, with all my heart, {o I kick'd him down 
ſtairs. 
G 4 With my chip chow; Ee. 


6 


Then ſays Poll, oh, Jack treat me to the play, 
We're ſo fine let us go to the boxes; 
I like a box, ſays I, ſo we tripp'd it away. 
| With my chip chow, Ec. 


Oh! there the Jack-a-dandies clapp'd and encor'd, 
Wip'd their boots in the ladies aprons; 
Silence, ſays J, and very loudly I roar'd. 
With my chip chiw, c. 


1 


Ine link-boy he lighted us clean in the mud, 
There he fingered our pockets fo neatly ; 
With, your honour, take care—oh d—n his little 
blood. | 
With my chip chow, &c, 


Let us drink a health to little England, 

Jo great George and good Queen Charlotte, 
May our ſeamen always the ocean command. 

| With my chip chow, Cc, 


_— 


NANCY I HAVE LOST MY WIG. 


ANC I have loſt my wig, 
N Did you ſee my jazey, 
Powder'd well with curls ſo big, 

I ſhall ſure grow crazy ; 
How my ſcull it frſt forſook, 

It is paſt recounting, 
Perhaps the wind away it took, 
In the air high mounting. 


Ver 


Fla laxen, cheſnut, or coal black, 


5 Tl well ed far Alley. — 7 ＋ 4 — 
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Never ſhall J ſee one Mares -: Lib 4 Led walT 

That is equal to it, arty | 51-4 walls ta 
Not the lawyer's fwell'd before, : 

With its three tails to it: | 
Neither bag, nor bod, nor queue, 

Or the doctor's grizzle, | 
Or the Tyburn top in vip, 

Had fo fine a frizzle. 
Strike it on a table's verge, 

When its hair was knotted, | 
In ringlets ſoon it would emerge, 

As it ne'er was clotted:  * 


It could beat them all, fir, 
Tho? it had Sor a-little crack, 
And greaſy in the call, fir. 


Aſc the barbers every where, 
If by chance they ve found it, 


Some piſs burnt Spaniſh here and there, 


Does you'll find ſurround it: 


Nancy if you find my wig, 


Bring me back my jazey, 
I with gratitude quite big, 
Will always _— to pleale ye. 


s ON G. 
THE MAD FAMILY, 
HERE was a mad-manhe bad a mad wife, 
And they liv'd in a mad lane, fir, | | 
G 5 They 
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They had ten children to bring up, 
And they were mad the ſame, tir. 


The father was mad, and the mother was mad, 
The children was mad beſides, fir, 

And they all got up, on a mad horſe, 
And madly they did ride, fir, 


How they got up, or how they got down, 
There's no man living can tell, fir, 
But madly they rode until that they came 

Unto the gates of Hell, fr. 


The Devil was ot to ſee them all mad, 
And 'roſe to let them in, ſir, 

But when he found them more mad than himſelf, 
He turn'd them out again, fir. 


0 
< . — IEEE * 
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S O N G. 
THE Axon. 
2 4 Ae | 


ARBERS, I have loſt my wig ! 
Have you ſeen my caxon ? 
(Pride of ew ry empty prig) 
Twas made by Jemmy 3 
I for it my hair foriook, 
Whole colour was a Saxon; 3 
Ah! woe is me, how ſad J look, 
Since I have loft my caxon? 


Jemmy 


(2188 3 
emmy I muſt ne'er ſee more, 
'Till my wigs returning! a 
He caution'd me, aye o'er and o'er, 
'Gainſt loſing and 'gainſt burning! 
Whither is my caxon toſs*d ? 
Barbers, tell me quickly; 
Ah! me, perhaps 'tis ever loſt, 
Examine e'er ſo ſtrictly, 


— } ——— 
S O N G. 


THE QUEER MOUTH“ D FAMILY. 


E Lovers of ditties attend, 
Give ear to a comical ſong ; 
As merry as ever was penn'd, 
Although it is not very long; 
There was Howard, and Coward, and B74“, , 
With Richard and Double Clack too; 
Each mouth it moſt certainly did 
Confoundedly turn all aſkew. 


To the left ſtood the mouth of old Coward, 
Miſs Bridget's bent always below, 
On the other ſide ſcrew'd Maſter Howard, 
But Dick's pouted out you muſt know; 
Dame Double Clack's was a pouch mouth, 
(And her lips they were terrible thick) 
It neither ſtood weſtward nor ſouth 
So ſhe always cou'd anſwer you quick. 


Maſter Dick on the day ws was wed, 
To Biddy his beautiful bride, 


G 6 
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| {83.3 
As the ſtocking was throwing on bed, 
Pray mark what ill luck did betide; 
4 The candle by, chance was put out, 
* Yet a light there was left in the ſnuff, 
lt They determin'd to bring it about, 
So each of them gave it a puff. 
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Maſter Howard he puff d to the right, 
And Bridget ſhe puff d it below, -/ 
Maſter Coward puff d left handed quite, 
Vet none of their puffing wou'd do: 
Dick puff ' d up as high as his noſe, 
Like the reſt all his puffing was vain, 
But Double Clack - ſo the ſong goes, 
(She only the light cou'd regain.) 


Then here's a good health to the dame, 
A midwife ſhe was by her trade; 
She quicken'd the candle's bright flame, 
As well as if ſhe'd been a maid: 
So now to conclude my ſhort ſong, 
We'll wiſh the young couple God-ſpeed ; 
Succeſs to their wiſhes e' er long, 
To keep up the beautiful breed. 


* 
* 4 
Fl . 1 . 
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Sung by Mr. Edwin, in Lowe in a Camp. 
| LANGTY OODLE. | 
- ANUPPOSE I was a country boys 
— Od dang it ſure I knew things; 


When girls are ſimple, cold, and coy, 
I taught em ſoon a few things. 


a 
I got ſo fond of frolicking, 
My aunty us'd to ſcold me; 
To town J ran a rolicking, 
The country cou'dn't hold me. 
A bottle firit, 
Kick up a duſt, 
If fun I find my whim be ; _ 
Then Langty Oodle was the game, 
And an't I, fir, the pimby? + 


With chitterlin ſtuck out ſo ſtiff, 
And ruffles o'er my knuckles, 
Beau'd out my red filk handkerchief, 
My watch, and ſilver buckles; 


My hat, and eyes, and ſhoes ſo bright, 


Full black as any crow's look'd, 
My cheek fo red, my teeth fo white, 


And monſtr'ous nice my noſe look'd, 


Says J, ho, ho, 
Since things are ſo, 
A pretty girl the whim be; 
Then Langty Oodle was the game, 
And ma'am an't I the pimby ? 


My duck ſhe was a 1187 fair, 


Nor maiden, wife, nor widow ; 


Says I, ye pleaſe we'll take the air; 


To Bagnige Wells we rid oh! 
There ſweet Sal and ſyllabub 
So firm I fix'd my heart on, 
J foon forgot when full o'bub, 
Falſe Katnaleen and Carton, 
Sweet Sally ſighs, 
And panting cries, | 
Let kiſſing now the whim be; 


Then Langty Oodle was the game, 


And how e _ the pimby ? 


SONG, 


(. 134 ) 
S O N 8. 
Sung by Mr. Edæuin, in Love in a Camp. 
BOW WOW. 


| L L ſing you a ſong ; faith, I'm finging it here, 
nr NOW; 

l don't mean t'front either ſmall or big, bow wow, 
; Fi The ſubject I've choſen, it is the canine race, 
Jo prove like us, two-legg d 1 dogs, they re a very 


| 

44 fine race. 

* | Bow, wow, wwow, 
| 


Fal, lal, la. 


. 4 Like you and I, other dogs may be counted ſad dogs; 
144 As we won't drink water, ſome might think us mad 
by dogs: 

WY A Courtier is a ſpaniel, a citizen” a dull dog, 


3 A Soldier is a maſtiff, a Sailor's a bull dog. 
6 Boa, wow, wony, 


1 Fal, lal, la. 


An old maid comes from church, the poor no lady 
WHY kinder; 
| A luſty dog her footman, with prayer-book behind 
wer: 
4 A poor boy aſks a farthing, and gets plenty of good 
| kicking, 
But little Shock, her "op dog, muſt have a roaſted 


chicken. 
Sony „ WoW, WoW, 


[ 
| 
| 
[ | 
| Fal, lal, la 
' 
| 
| 


1 When ſilly dogs for property. uncle, ſon, and 
* brother, 
Vrin and ſnort mighty gruff, and worry one ano- 
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Shou'd they a bit of equity from Juſtice beg the 
loan of, 
That cunning dog the n Snap, carries 5 quick 
the bone off, 
Bow, wow, wow, 


Fal, lal, la. 


A Poet's a "a greyhound, for the public he runs 
game down, 
A Critic is a cur that ftrives to run his has down ; 
And though he cannot follow where the noble ſpozt 
invites him, 
He ſlily ſteales behind, and by the heel he bites him. 
Bow, wow, wow, 


Fal, lal, la. 


You've a pack of friends, while to feed *em you gre 


able, 
Your dog for his morſel crouches under your table, 
Your friends turn tail in misfortune or diſaſter, 
But your poor faithful dog will ne'er forſake his 
maſter. 
Bow, WOW, WoW, 


Fal, lal, la. 


As your kiends turn tail the moment that you need 
'em, 
My dog ran away when no longer I cou'd feed him, 
This cur, ſo ungrateful, forſook me on my journey, 
And for a mouldy cruſt went back to the attorney, 
Bow, wow, wow, 


Fal, lal, la. 


SONG. 
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GAYLY TAILY FLuu. 


M a bloſs of the town, and Ned is my flaſh, 
Gayly taily flum; 
I'm a bloſs of the town and Ned 1s my flaſh, 
I fleece all my culls and I tip him the caſh, 
With my gaily taily flatherum-a-ry, 
Gail; taily W. gaily tail; flum, 


With the beſt of the brims my head is high dreſt, 


Gaily taily flum, 
Have aa air and a motion as well as the beſt, 
| With my gaily, &c, 


From fam'd Ludgate-Bill anto \T; emple-bar, 


Gaily taily flum : 


T ramble about to diſpoſe of my ware, 
With my gaily, &c, 


I met with a ſailor who tip'd me the wink, 


 Gayly taily flum: 
We went to a tavern I mac'd all his chink. 
With my gaity, Se c. 


If the Watch or the Conftable « come in my play, 


Gayly taily flum : 
I fluce wore their gobs and 1 ſoon get away, | 
With my gaily, Sc. 


But if that by chance I ſhould ihe to mill-doll, 


Gayly taily flum: | 
The pads and the ſcamps will all viſit queer Moll, 
With their gayly, 22 


SONG. 


C 
S8 O N G, 
Surg by Mr. Edwin, in the Caſtle of Andaluſia. 
| GAL LOPING DREARY DUN. 


AIR—PADRILLO. 


Maſter I have, and I am his man, 
Galloping dreary dun, 
And he'll get a wife as fait as he can, 
With a haily, 
Gaily, 
Gambo raily, 
Giggling, 
Nigglng, 
Zalloping galloway, draggle-tail dreary Sinks | 


I faddled his ſteed, ſo fine and fo gay, 
Galloping dreary dun ; ; 13 
I mounted Ing: x i and we rode away, 
With our N 2 


We canter'd along until it grew dark, 
Galloping dreary dun; 
The nightingale ſung inſtead of the lark, 
With her bai Se. 


We met with a Friar, and alk d him our way, 
Galloping dreary dun; * ' 
By the Lord, ſays the Friar, you are both aftray, 
5 With your hatiy, Oc. 


Our j journey, I fear, will do us no good, 
Galloping dreary dun; 
We wander alone, like the babes i'the wood, 
With our haily, fc. 


My 


— —— — — rey —— 22 — 
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My maſter's a fighting, and I'll take a peep, 
Galloping dreary dun; 

But now I think better—I better go to ſleep, 

With my haily, Cc. 


— — TD —— 
8 N. 
Sung by Mr. Edwin, in the Agreeable Surprize, 
LINGO'S ACCIDENCE. 


A MO, amas, 
I love a laſs, 
As a cedar tall and ſlender ; : 
Sweet cowſlips grace 
1s her nom'tive caſe, 
And ſhe's of the feminine gender. 


4 CHORUS. 


Rorum corum 
Sunt divorum, 
Harum ſcarum! 
Di vo. 
Tag rag, merry derry, perriabig and hat- band, 
Hic, hoc, horum genetivo ? 5 


Can ] decline, 
A nymph divine? 
Her voice as a flute is 4ulcis; 
Her oculus bright, 
Her man's white, 
And ſoft, when I zads her pulſe is. | 
| | Rorum corum, Oc. 


Oh, 


* 


C op 7 
Oh 5 how Sella , 
My paella ! 
I'll Kiis ſecula ſeculorum : 
If Pve luck, fir, 
She's my zxor, 


O dies benediclorum ! K 
Rorum corum, Se. 


8S O N . 
THE JOLLY WATERMAN. 


ND did you not hear of a jolly young waterman 
Who at Black-friars bridge us'd for to ply ? 
He feather'd his-oars with ſuch {kill and dexterity, 
Winning each heart and delighting each eye; 
He look'd ſo neat and row'd ſo ſteadily, _ 
The maidens all flock'd to his boat fo e : 
And he ey'd the young rogues with fo charming an 
air, 
That this waterman ne er was in want of a fare. 


What ſights of fine folks he oft row'd in his wherry, 
Twas clean'd out ſo neat, and fo painted withal ! 

He was always firſt oars, when the fine city ladics, 
In a party to Ranelagh went, or Vauxhall. 

And oftentimes wou'd they be giggling and legring 

But 'twas all one to Tom, their gibing and jeering; 

For loving, and liking, he little did care, 

For this waterman ne'er was in want of a are. 


And yet, but to ſee how ſtrangely things happen; 
As he row'd along, thinking of nothing at Sl 
7 e 
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Where a buxom young damſel attualy lay, 


| (_ m4Q 7) 

He was ply'd by a damſel ſo lovely and charming, 

s 1 he ſmil'd, and ſo ſtraighway in love he did 

all. | 2 | 

And wou'd this young damſel but baniſh his ſorrow, 
He'd wed her to night before it was morrow ; 
And how ſhould this waterman ever know care, 
When he's marry'd and never in want of a fare? 


py — — ihr of W's! IEP — 
SO N05 
THE COBLER'S END, 


Cobler there was and he liv'd in a ſtall, 
Which ſerv'd him for parlour, for kitchen, 
and hall; 
No coin in his pocket, nor care in his-pate, - 
No ambition had he, nor no duns at his gate. 
Derry down, A Co 


Contented he work'd and he thought himſelf happy 


If at night he could purchaſe a cup of brown nappy, 
He'd laugh then and whiſtle, and ſing too moſt ſweet 


Saying juſt to a hair I've made both ends meet. 
| Derry down, &c. 


But love the diſturber of high and of low, 
That ſhoots at the peaſant as well as the beau, 
He ſhot the poor cobler quite thorough the heart 
I with it had hit ſome more ignoble part, 
„ 8 Derry dozun, Cc. 


It was from a cellar this archer did play, 


Her 


C 
Her eyes ſhone ſo bright when ſhe roſe ev'ry day, 
That ſhe ſhot the poor cobler quite over the way. 
| Derry down, Se. 


He ſung her love ſongs as he ſet at his work, 
Bat ſhe was as hard as a Jew, or a Turk, | 
Whenever he ſpoke ſhe would flounce and would fleer, 
Which put the poor cobler quite into deſpair. 
| a Derry down, c. 


He took up his awl that he had in the world, 
And to make away with himſelf was refolv'd. 
He pierc'd thro? his body inſtead of the ſole, 
So the cobler he dy*d and the bell it did toll. 


Derry down, &c. 


And now in good will J adviſe as a friend, 
All coblers take notice of this cobler's end, 
Keep your hearts out of love, for we find by what's 
paſt, | 
That love brings us all to an end at the laſt. _ 
| Derry down, c. 


4:9 O N 6. 
BRICK DUST. NAN. 


the ſide of a green ſtagnant pool, 
Brick-duft Nan ſhe fat ſcratching her head, 
Black matted locks frizzled her ſcull, 
As briſtles the hedge hog beſpread ;. 
While the wind toſs'd her tatters abroad. 
Her aſhy-bronz'd beauties reveal d?! 
A link boy to her, thro' the mud, 
| Bare. footed, flew over the field. As 


1 

As vermin on vermin delight, 

As carrion beſt ſuits the crow's taſte, 
So beggars and bunters unite, 

And fwine-like on dirt make a feaſt : 
To a Hottentot offals have charms, 

With garbage their boſoms they deck; 
dhe ſluttiſnly open'd her arms, 

He filthily fell on her neck. 


On her flabby breaſts one hand he plac'd, 
No towels theſe breaſts ever teaze, 
T'other fiſt grip'd her ſtays-wanting waiſt, 

Like ladies, ſhe dreſs'd for her eaſe : 
Jack drew forth his quid, and he ſwore; 

Then his lower lip charg'd to the brim ; 
He ſconl'd, like a lewd grunting boar, 

And ſquinting, ſhe leer'd upon him. 


«© Oh, my love, thof I cannot well jaw,” 
This plyer at play-houſe began, 
ce Not tobacco's ſo ſweet to the chaw, _ 

« As to kiſs is the lips of my Nan :?? 

O! my Feck, cries the mud-colour'd ſhe, 
And gave him ſome rib-{queezing hugs, 
In a duft-hole I'd cuddle with thee, 

Aye blaſt me! tho bit by ihe bugs, 


Full as black as themſelves, now the ſky 
To the ſouth of the hemiſphere lour'd, 
To finiſh love's feaſt in the cry, 
To a ſtable they haſtily ſcour d, 
While rats round them hungry explor'd, 
And cobwebs their canopy grace, 
Undaunted on litter they faor'd, 
. Fatigu'd with dirt, drink, and embrace. 


\ 


8 ON G. 


9 
.J 8 


On! mother, I will tell you now, 


( :143 3 
8 O N G, 


ROGER AND PEGGY. 


OODY Jones had oft perceiv'd 
Her daughter Peg complaining ; 
Her hair hung Toole, her ſtays comprolngr 
She long'd to know the meaning 
Says ſhe, dear daughter, what's the cauſe 
Ot ail your ſighs and wailings 3 
Come tell me truly how it is, 
And how, and where's your ailing ? 


Tal lal, Sc. 


What *tis ſo long has griev'd me, 
Young Roger has, for all his vows, 

] fear at length deceiv'd me; 
He told me all the fineſt things 

His talking did fo charm me : 
And when he got me in the barn, 
Hie ſwore he would not harm me. 


Tal lal, &c. 

The mother ſoon found out what *twas 
That made pdor Peg uneaſy ; 

She rung her hands, and ſtampt and tore, 
As if ſhe had been crazy; 


She on her belly laid her hand, 


And found it hard and ſwelling 5 
You ſlut, you forward jade, ſays ſhe, 
Your ruin needs no telling. 


7. 2 al; Ec. 


C 144) 
Oh! mother pray forgive my fault, 
He promis'd me ſo fairly, 

He'd marry me if I'd comply, 
And ſwore it too ſincerely, | 
He look'd fo neat, and kiſs'd fo ſweet, 
Twas all in vain diſſembling; 
I cou'd not ſtop his eager hand 


J was ſiez d with ſuch a trembling. b 


Oh! that ever I was born, 


Yoa ſurely might have ftop'd him, 


J would have pinch'd his impudence 
And held, and ſoundly ſlapt him; 

The thoughts of being got with child, 
You jade, might ſurely ſhame you; 

But tell me truly how it was, 

And where he overcame you ? 


Why, in the hay-loft firſt it was, 
As-one day we were playing, - 
He laid me down, I thought no harm, 
For ſide-long we were laying; _ 
But ſoon he turn'd me on my back, 
And fiercely got upon me, 
And when 'twas in, ſuch pain ] felt, 
I ſwore he had undone me. 


Put not content with the firſt time, 
Ere yet he ſcarce had ended, 
Again, unable to E 
- My willing legs extended — 
And then it was I do believe, 
It caus'd my belly's riſing 5 
For nature will be nature ſtill, 
In ſpite of all adviſing. 


N. 


(248-1) 
s o N G. 
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Sung by Mrs. Wilſon, in the Agreeable Sarbprixe. 
THE CHARMING FELLOW. 


ORD what care I for mam or dad? 
| Why let them ſcold and bellow; 
For while I live I'll love my lad, 
He's ſuch a charming fellow. 


The laſt fair-day, on yonder green, e 
The Youth, he danc'd o % „ wn oct 4m td 


#\ 8% 7% 


U 
* 
| 
Vi 
b 
7: 
N 
, 
& 
lf 
+ 1 
o 
be J 
5 q 
4 
* 


The fair was over, night was come, bo 
The lad was ſomewhat mellow ;: 
Says he, my dear, FI ſee you home, | 1 

I thank'd the charming fellow. 


We. trudg'd along, the moon ſhoe bright,” 2 

Says he, my ſweeteſt Neilo, 

PI kiſs you here by this good Ii cht: 1 
Lord, what a chürming telloy 6 Pg 
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You rogue, ſays I, you've rhe my breath, ; 
Ye bells ring out my kneil .o: 
Again I'd die ſo tweet a death, 
W ſuch a neee fellow. T. 
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S O NS. 


THE CHOICE SPIRITS. 


Tune — Stand round my brave boys. 


IT round, my brave boys, and aſſiſt my bad 
voice, 
As loud to the world J declare, 
While a bumper can flow, that we'll ne'er ceaſe to 


thew, 
How joyous the choice ſpirits are, &c. 


The foldier muſt arm at the trumpet's alarm, 


For battle he's bid to. prepare 
He our foes puts to rout, we the bottle put about, 
To ſhew what choice ſpirits are, &c. 


The bucks the town yields, and the bucks of the 
fields, 
Who are chacing the 1 or hare, 
No more riſques would purſue, but the bottle keep 


in view, 


Did they hunt where the choice ſpirits are, &c. 


The prude that pretends, that a man's touch offends, 
and to die an old maid will declare ; 
Did ſhe take a glaſs of this, ſhe would ne*er take 

amiſs, + 
To try what the choice ſpirits are, 1 | 


Ye love-ſick poetic, ye poets dramatic, 
Ye buſkins who tragedy tear ; 
Leave the paper-waſting art, quit each rant, and 
each ſtart, 


And as choice ſpirits act if you dare, &c. 


ad 


to 


the 
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( 147 ) 
From the tutor got free, a-la-mode a Pare, 
See the fop with his puff powder'd hair, 


He'd his looking-glaſs forſake, if to drinking he'd 


take, 
And come where the choice ſpirits are, &C. - 


By no party perplex'd, wit and wine 1s our text, 
| Love and friendſhip then form up this ſquare 3 
Neither int”reſt old or new, neither g1pſy or jew, 
Come under the choice ſpirits care, &c. 


No more ['ll rehearſe, but Ill here end my verſe, 
Tho? it is on a ſubject fo rare; 

With a bumper before us, we'll ſing in full chorus, 
The choiceſt of ſpirits we are, &c. &c. 


—— — 
S O N G. 
| LASS AND FRIARB, 


| Lovely laſs to a friar came, - 

A To confeſs in the morning early, 

In what my dear was you to blame, 
Come own 1t ali fincerely ; 

I've done, fir, what I dare not name, 

With a lad who loves me dearly, 


The greateſt fault in myſelf I know, . 


Is what I now diſcover; 


Then you to Rome for that muſt go, 


'Tnere diſcipline: to ſuffer ;. 
Lack- a-day ! fir, if it muſt be ſo, 
Pray with me ſend my lover, 


( 148 ) 
No, no, my dear, you dream, 
We'll have no double dealing; 
But if with me you'll repeat the ſame, 
I'll pardon your paſt failing. 
I muft own, fir, though I bluih for ſhame, 
That your penance is prevailing. 


$ 0 N G. 
Sung by Mr. Edwin, in the Peruvian, 
DOT AND CARRY ONE. 


OUNDS, ſhillings, pence and farthings, I 
Hae at my fingers end, 

And how to iell, and how to buy, 

To- borrow; or to lend; 
But this, fiace I felt birch at ſchool, 

My pate has ran upon, 

Addition be my golden rule, 

Ha! Dot and carry one. 


At loſs and gain a ſcholar good, 
Full early was. I taught 
To gain at guineas all- I cou'd, 
. To lole the devil a groat. 
At fractions and diviſions when 
| Hard knots were laying on, 
Subtraction was my practice then, 
Ha! Dot and catry one. 


( 149 ) 
Bat words no more I'll numerate, 1 
And thus ſum total lies; 
Of terms I'll not an acre bate, 
Reduction I deſpiſe: 
And ſince cockade and roguiſn eye 
; Miſs Clara's heart has won, 
If you're refoly'd to multiply, 
Ha! Dot and carry one. 


: | n mY 
S "ON" 6 
Sung by Mr. Edwin, in the Peruvian. 
CURE FOR THE GOUT, 


H O' the pye of green truffles 
| Had ſplit my pantoufles, 
I ne'er ſtopt, tho” I well knew the worſt; 
Vet the pain in my toe 
Was a terrible toe TT 
To the pleaſure I took in the cruſt. 
For a fit of the gout, 
I'd ſcorn to give out, 
Having oft heard the doctors Jeclare, . 
That when once in the feet, | 
| It is better to eat, Beek” 
As a ſure means of keeping it there, = FS 


With damn'd water-gruel, 
Your doctors {o cruel, _ 
Adviſe me to keep myſelf low 
Yet I cannot refrain, 
Tho' I'm twing'd with the! pain, 
SO e'en as it comes it mult go, 


H 3 To 
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6 150 ) 
To throb it began ill, 
But patience and flannel, 
Got through the fatigues of the day ; 
And while I was able 
'To ſit at the table, 


I eat, drank and {wore it away. 
Tho the Ne, Se. : 


. 
* by Mr. Zadauin, in the Peruvian. 


HEN our Mayor, Lord bleſs him! whoſe 
former delight 

Was to make a day's work of being boozy at night, 

Is forc'd now e'er noon his full quantum to fip, 

Left any thing fall—'twixt the cup and the lip. 
Beware of a trip, 


Left ny thing fall, Oc. 


In a vis-a-vis Bridget ſurprizes the town, 

Who lately i in pattens could trudge up and down; 

But *twas prudent in her to lay pattens aſide, 

When ſhe found by CxPEINTEES ſhe's ſubje& to ſlide. 
Oh, fie on her guide! 

She found by experience, SOD 


Your Patriot, whoſe Hills are wond”rous nice, 
And refuſes each place—that 1s under his price, 
Finds his delicate conſcience moſt ready to ſlip, 
When the penſions eſcape *twixt the cup and the lip, 
On, it gives them the ſlip, 

When the penſions eſcape, Sc. 


'The 


( 151 ) 

The Youth who has charm'd all the clubs with 
debate, 

And to ſhine in the 8 ſpends all his eſtate, 

Soon finds from his ſpeeches no produce will come, 

And the firit of all ſpeakers turns Orator Mam! 

Yes, *twas all a hum, 


For the firſt of all Speakers, Se. 


Here am I too, who unlied the comforts of life, 
Having earn'd a ſnug farm, would poſſeſs a ſnug 
wife; 
But the loſs of my fame all my proſpects will nip, 
Twas a trifle that fell bin the cup and the lip. 
Oh, beware of a trip! 


Such rrifles oft fall, &c, 


oo 


S. Q MN: fvoc: 
THE-MEDLEY, 


HIS world is a ſtage 
On which mankind engage, 

And each acts his part in a throng; 

But all in confuſion, 

Meer folly, deluſion, 

And faith, nothing elſe but a ſong; 

A ſong, a ſong, 
And faith, ain elſe but a ſong-. 


The parſon ſo grave, 
Says vour ſoul he will ſave, | 
And point the right way from the wrong, 
: N N -n © After 
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( 152 ) 
After piouſly teaching, 


With long-winded preaching, 
And puts of his flock with a Gs &c. 


The doctor he fills 
Lou with bolus and pills, 
With aſſurance to make you live long; 
But believe me *tis true, 
The guinea's in view, 


And the reſt it is all but a ſong, &c. 


T he ſurgeon ſo bold 
His lancet doth hold, 

And ſlaſhes your body along 
Small wounds he enlarges, 
To fill up your charges 

His art like the reſt is a ſong, ke. 


* 


The ſoldier he rattles, 
Of ſieges and battles, 
And ſieges that he's been among; 
His preferment and ſpirit 
Are both like his merit, 
You ſee they are bought for a ſong, &e. 


The da he cries, | 
See the clouds how they riſe, 


Up aloft, my brave lads, it blows ſtrong z 


Boy make us ſome flip, 
And I'll warant the ſhip - | 
Will loon reach her port, 1s his ſong, &c. 


Vers'd in quirks and in quibbles , 
The lawyer he ſcribbles, 
And moves his mellifluous tongue; 


Twixt 


„ 
Twixt demur and vacation, 
He'll raiſe expectation, 

Then fink your eſtate to a ſong, ke. th 


The merchant 1s bent 
On his twenty per cent, 
To him journal and ledger belong; 
Commiſſion with charges, 
His profit enlarges, 
Till his balance may end in a fong, &c. 


With powder and lace, 
And effeminate face, 
Tze gay fop behold ſtrutting along; 
| Juſt arrived from his travels, 
| At nothing he levels, 
But Juſt a dance and a ſong, &c. 


The gentle coquet, 
She's all in a fret, | 
In the morn if her toilet be wrong ; 
The whole day ſhe will pals | : 
To conſult her dear glaſs, 3 
And at night die away with a ſong, &c. 


The ſurly old prude, 
She will {ay you are rule, 
For the bliſs tho? ſhe ſecretly long; 
But take her aſide, | 
You may manage her pride, 
And her virtue bring down to a fon g, &C, 


The courtier he ſmiles, 
At the time he beguiles, 
And feeds you with promues long: 


H 5 . - Bo 
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( 154 ) 
He ſqueezes your hand, 
And calls you his friend, 
Tho'.he means 3 more than a ſong, &c, 


'Then let us be jolly, 

Drive hence melancholy,, 
Since we are brave fellows among; 

Taſte life as it paſſes, 

And fill up our glaſſes, 
And each honeſt blade ſing a ſong, 

A ſong, a ſong, 


And each honeſt blade ſing a ſong. 


SONG. 
The Medley, or a diſh of ail Sorts, 
UARDIAN angels now protect xe 


From the man that I love; I 
diſguiſe, | 


I can freely diſtinguiſn— 


The Sun from the Eaſt tips the mountains with 
gold, 
And the meadows all ſpangled— 
With woman and wine, I defy ev ry care, 
For life without theſe, is 
An old ſong made by an ancient old pate, 
Of. 
All the girls within the town, 
The black, the fair, the red, the brown, 
That dance and prance it up and down, 
There's none like — 


Bra John O' Bute, was a bonny muckle man, 


Frae Scotland he « came 


In 


” ( 155 ) 
In penance for paſt folly, | 
A pilgrim blithe and jolly, 
A toe ton 3 
The four and twentieth day of May, 
Of all the days in the year, fir, be” 
When the trees are all bare, not a leaf to be ſeen, 
And the meadows their verdure have loſt ; 
When all nature diſrob'd of her mantle of green,. 
By the ſide of a great kitchen fire, | 
A ſcullion complaining was laid; 
A pudding was 
All in the Downs, the fleet was moor'd, 
The ftreamers waving in the wind, 
When black ey'd Suſan came on board, 
Oh! where ſhall I my true-love find: 
Tell me 
John Anderſon my Jo, John, I wonder what you 
mean, | 
To rife fo ſoon at morning, to fit fo late at e' en. 
The clock has ftruck, 1 can*c tell what, 
And the morning came on too, as grey as a rat; 
Cocks and hens from their rooſts did fly, 
Grunting pigs too leave their ſtye ; 
Down in a vale, Ciſs with her pail, 
Met her true love dapper Harry, 
Firſt they kiſt, then ſhook fiſt, 
And look'd like 
A certain preſbyterian pair. 
Was wedded t' other day, 2 
And when the lambs were laid in bed, 
The paſtor came to pray.— - 
Then fy let us a'to the wedding, 
For there will be liltin | 
There was once it was ſaid, 
But it's out of my head; 
And more ſo yet true — = tale, 


That 
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That a | 
A taylor good lord ! in the time of vacation, 
When 1 was. ſcarce, and when pocket Was 
OW - 5 
For the ſake of good liquor pretended a paſſion 
To one that ſold ale in a cuckoldly row, 

Sing in and ont, thro” a clout, whilſt he was able; 
Prick a louſe, prick a louſe, what could he do? 
Now a louſe made him itch, here a ſcratch, there a 

ftitch ; 
And ſing cucumber ! ener —— 
'm old mad Tom, behold me; 
My wits are quite unfram'd ; 
I'm mad I'm ſure, and paſt all cure, 
Nor hope to be reclaim'd 
Jupiter. wenches and drinks, he rules the roaſt 1 in 
the ſky, | 
He's a fool if he thinks.— 


* 


The world is a jumble of nonſenſe and fun, 

And life's run away with, e're 'tis well begun; 
Like this motly ſong, tis the farce of a day, 
Which aptly elne! with a tal de ral la. 


From ſorrow to mir we. fnconſtantly range, 
No mortal on earth, but is fond of a change; 
Then while you have ſun, I adviie you make hay, 
And always make lure of your tal de ral la, 


_ Look round in the world-and you'll conſtantly find, 


As odd fort of couples as ever I bind: 
The young en the old, and the grave takes the 


gay; 
All ſtrangers to mirth, me it's tal de ral la, 


r 
Ye droll fort of mortals who laugh at my ſong, 
Laugh on, and be thank ful you're not in the wrong: 
And you that are ſad, know the dog has his day, 
Then take a full ſwing at * tal de ral la. 


8 Q N. 


THE WHIMSICAL LOVER» 


1 Love you for your ſquinting eyes, 
They'll breed no jealouſy; 

When you perhaps on others look, 
* WE think you look on me. 


I love you for your ſparrow mouth, 

| For in an am'rous cloſe, \, 
There's room on either ſide to kits, 

And ne'er offend your nole. 


I love you for your pudding waiſt; 
If you a taylor lack, 

We need not ſend to France for him, 
We ll fit you with a ſack. 


I love you for your copper noſe, 
The features ne'er the worſe ;. 

I find the metal in your face, 

You wanted in the purſe, 


J love you for, your rotten teeth, 
A fine new fancy'd grace, 

You wear black patches in the mouth, 
Tis common on the face. 
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J love you for your blubber lips, 
In them I thrift propoſe, 

Fit dripping-pans they're for your eyes, 
And ſave-alls tor your noſe. 
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OPERA REHERSAL. 
A Burtetta. 
RECITATIVO. 
ERE is mine lofe, mine pretty Dammoſeina, 
Dat ſhe no come to make mine ſhirt look 
cleaner ? — 


Vat is the reaion ſhe no come before, 
To mend my preeches, viſh io much are tore? 
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(To the Tune of, cDeareft creature Y all nature” 5. 
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Dammoſeina, | 
Neat and clean a, 
O my lofely beauteous laſs, 

Put ſome ſtitches 
In mine preeches, 
Or de ſolks vill ſee mine a —ſe. 
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Bring 3 ſoap to waſh and ſcower, 
And ſome Rarch, or elſe ſome four; 3 


Haſte 
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Haſte, O haſte, mine lofly fairs 
Vile I curl and pinch my air. | 
| 1 Dammoſeina, neat, Ce. 


Vid mine fiddle T'!1 delight ye, 
Muſic charms will ſure invite ye, 
Come, O come, mine Dammoſeina, 
To your faithful Cargutti.e. 
| Oh ! O—_—_—__ 
| Dammoſeina, neat, c. 


RECITATIVO. 


Vas ever man before in ſuch a plight: 

Vat muſt I do? to- night is op'ra night _ 
But hark !—T hear her knocking at de door, 
Come in you little, pretty, ſaucy ore. 


ITALIAN AIR. She. 


Eh! Seignior what you call a me? 
If you ſay ſuch vorts encore, 
I vill ſo cuff and maul ye, 
I'll teach you call me ore, 
I'll teach you call me ore, 
PII teach you, &c. 
I heard you ſay fo juſt as I 
Vas coming at de door, 
Vas coming at de door. 


RECITATIVO, He. 


By gar mine angels I was but in jeſt, 
For ven I call you ore—I love you beſt, 


ITALIAN 


6160 ) 


ITALIAN AIR. p 


Come den my Dane 8d 
Here take my rofel'd ſhirt 
And vaſh it nice and clean a,. 
For ah I *tis black as dirt; 
Den make mine preeches whole and tight, 
And I wiil— kiſs you for't. 
And I will kits you for't. 


1 
a THE LADIES WANTS, 
Tune e Duſty Night. 


\ HEN firſt a maid within her breaſt, 


Perceives a humble flame; 
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1 She finds a jomething break her reſt, 

4a Yet knows not whence it came. 

* A huſband ' tis ſhe wants, 
5 

ö 


Now riper grown, at fight of man 
Her iwelling boſom glows; | _. 
Old maid's may ſay, the ſex trepan, 


But Mis much better knows. 
8 A huſband is ſhe wants, 


n. 
c 


> 


2 


If pale and wan the drooping fair, 
Seems ſinking to her grave; 
In vain is medicinal care, ; 
Tis this alone can ſave. | | 
A huſband ' tis I mean. ; 
Let 
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( 
Let maidens ſtale their doctrines preach, 
'Gainſt what like us they love; 
For truſt me they the ſame would teach, 
If *_ the ſame could have. 
A huſband tis T mean. 


Then on, dear girls, and boldly prove 
There's truth in what I ſlay; _ 

Let Hy men take the torch of love, 
And mn each happy day. 25 0-8 

A huſband tis I mean, 


5 o N G. 


THE CHOICE SPIRIT'S LOTTERY. 
E national Ae S A bile give me leave, 
A ſcheme I'Il advance that ſhall no ways de- 
ceivei; -*- | 
No humbug I mean, ſet on foot by the great, 
Tho! a-lottery's my {cheme—it is not of Kate, 


No your tickets divide into me | 9 
Jo plunder your pockets and heighten your cares, 
No blanks to depreſs you come in my deſign, 

The wheel is good humour, the prize 15—good wine. 


From a ſcheme ſuch as this, what delight muſt ac- 
crue 

Toa people who always give 1 his due. 

Choice god of the. grape, by thy virtues inſpir'd, 

The cauſe Il relate you, ſo juſtly. admir'd. 
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"Tis wine that gives freedom we always maintain, 
The ſlave fill'd with claret deſpiſes his chain 
"Tis wine gives us wit, and ennobles the ſenſe, 
And aids fancy's flight as new ſpirits commence. 


The hero aſpire's to conqueſts and arms, 

The lover deſpiſes his miſtreſs's charms; 

The preacher delivers his precepts ſo fine, 
Replete with the pow'r giving juice of the wine. 


Then our lotte attend, all who love friſk and fun, 
Y6u are {ure of a prize, for no more than a crown: 
Apollo and Bacchus here jointly agree 


To take off the hip, and renew you with glee. 


Let the vot'ry of Plutus, who values his pelf, 
To be happy for once—ſteal a crown for himſelf; 
Ye ſons of the turf, leave your tricking and lies, 
The whole courſe is a blank—here you're ſure of a 
prize. [Ree - | | * 
Ve lovers, ye fops, or whoever may pleaſe, 
Leave your ſigking and cares here you'll- quickly 
find eaſe; EY | 
Old and young, great and little, attend to my call, 
This ev'ning we draw, fir, at—Comus's-hall, 


\ 


Ss. G N. ; 


. 


THE CHAMBERMAI D. 


OT far from town, a country *{quire, 
An open hearted blade, 
Had long confeſs'd a ſtrong deſire 
Io kits the chamber-maid, 
Jo kifs the chamber-maid : TO 


(10630 


One ſummer's noon, quite full of glee, 
He led her to the ſhade, Se 
And all beneath the mulb'ry- tree, 

Hie kiſs'd the chamber- maid, 

He kiſs'd the chamber-maid. 


The parſon's wife from window high, 
The am'rous pair {urvey'd, | 
And ſoftly wiſh'd, none can deny, 
„ been the chamber-maid; 1 
en all was o'er, poor Betty cry'd, 
Kind fir, I'm m_ Me of | 
That woman there will tell your bride, 
You've kiſs'd the chamber-maid. 


The *ſquire conceiv'd a lucky thought, 

That ſhe might not upbraid, | 

And inſtantly the lady brought, 
Where he had kiſs'd her maid : 

Then all beneath the mulb'ry- tree 
Her ladyſhip was laid, 

And three times ſweetly kiſs'd was fhe, 
Juſt like her chamber-maid. | 


Next morning came the parſon's wife, 
For ſcandal was her trade ; 
I ſaw your *ſquire, ma'am, on my life, 
Great with your chamber-maid. 
When, cry'd the lady, where and how: 
Pl foon diſcharge the jade: 
Beneath the mulb'ry tree, I vow, 
He kiſs'd your chamber-maid. 


This falſhood, cry*d her ladyſhip, 
Shail not my ſpouſe degrade ; 
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"Twas I chanc'd their to make a ſlip, 
And not my chamber-maid; 
Both parties parted in a pet, 
Not truſting what was aid, 
And Betty keeps her ſervice yet, 
The pretty chamber-maid, 


00m IRC . ——— 
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THE ROAST BEEF OF OLD ENGLANDs 


- —, 


A CAN TATA. 
RECITATIVE. 


7 WAS at the gate of Calais, Hogarth tells, 
(Where ſad deipair and famine always 
dwells) | | 
A meager Frenchman, madam Grandſire's cook, 


As home he ſteer'd his carcaſe, that way took, 


Bending beneath the weight of fam'd fir-loin, 
Of which in vain he often wiſh'd to dine; 

Good father Dominic by chance came by, 
With roſy gills, round paunch, and greedy eye; 
Who when he firſt heheid the greaſy load, 
His benediction on it he beſtow'sd ; 

And as the ſolid fat his fingers preſs'd, 


He lick'd his chops, and thus the knight addreſs'd. 


AIR. 


6 


A1 . 


1 


A lowely laſs to a friar came, &c. ) 


O raie roaſt beef! lov'd by all mankind, 
If 1 was doom'd to have thee, 

When dreis'd and garniſh'd to my mind, 

And iwimming in thy gravv, 

Not all thy country's force combin'd 
Shouid from my fury ſave thee. 


Renown'd fir-loin, oft-times decreed, 
The theme of Engliſh ballad ; 
On thee, e'en Kings have deign'd to feed, 
Unknown to Frenchman's palate : 
Then how much doth my taſte exceed 
Soup meager ſrog, and ſallad. 


RECITATIVE. 


A half-ſtary*d ſoldier, ſhirtleſs, pale, and lean, 
Who ſuch a ſight before had never ſeen ; 
8 Like Garrick s trighted Hamlet gaping ſtood., 
And gaz'd with wonder on the Britiſh food: 
His morning's mels forſook the (trendly bowl) 
And in imall ſtreams along the pavement ftole : 
He heav'd a figh, which gave his heart relief, 
And then in plaintive tone declar'd his grief. 


wn © | 
(Foot's Minuet.) 


Ah, facre Die! vat do I fee yonder, 
1. Dat look io tempting red and vite ; 
Begar it be de roait beet from Londre : 
O] grant to me van letal bite, 
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But to my guts if you give no heeding, 
And cruel fate dis boon denies, 

In kind compaſſion unto my pleading, 
Return and let me feaſt mine eyes. 


RECITATIVE. 


His OV Ir os" of right Hibernian ans 


(Whoſe brazen front his country did betray) 
From Tyburn's fatal tree had hither fled, 

By honeſt means to gain his daily bread ; 
Soon as the well known proſpect he deſcry 'd, 
In blubb'ring accents dolefully he cry d. 


AIR, 
Ellen a Roon. * 


Sweet beef, that now cauſes my ſtomach to riſe, 

Sweet beef, that now cauſes my ſtomach to riſe, 
So taking thy ſight is, | 
My joy that io light is, 

To view thee, by pailfuls runs out of my eyes. 


While here I remain my life's not worth a farthing, 
While here I remgin my life's not worth a farthing, 
Ah, hard-hearted Loui! 
Why did I come to you? 
The gallows more kind would have ſav'd me . 


ſtarving. 


RECITATIVE. 


Upon the ground, hard 375 poor Sawney ſat, 
Who fed his noſe and ſcratch'd his FOE pate ; 


— - 


( 160929 
But when Old England's bulwark he eſpy'd, 
His dear-lov'd mull, alas! was thrown aſide : 
With lifted hands he bleſs'd his native place, 
Then ſcrubb'd himſelf, and thus bewail'd his caſe ; 


AIR, 
{The Broom of Cowdenows.) 


How hard, oh! Sawney is thy let, 
Who was ſo blithe of late, 
| To ſee ſuch meat as can't be got, 
When hunger 1s fo great. 


O the beef ! the bonny benny beef, 
When reafted nice and brown ; 
J wiſh I had a flice of thee, 
How feweet it would gang down. 


| Ah, Charley! hadft thou not been ſeen, 
This ne'er had happ'd to me, | 


I wouldthe de'el had pick'd mine ey'n, 


E're J had gang'd wi thee. 
O the beef, &c. 


RECITATIVE. - 


But ſee, my muſe to England takes her flight 


Where health and plenty ſocially uaite : 

Where ſmiling freedom guards great George's 
throne, „„ 

And whips, and chains, and tortures are not known; 

Tho' Britain's fame in loftieſt ſtrains ſhould ring, 

In ruſtic fable give me leave to ſing. 
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V As once on a time, a young frog pert and vain, 
4 Beheld a large ox grazing o'er the wide plain, 
4 He boaſted his fize he could quickly attain, 


O the roaſt beef of Old England, 
And O the Old Engliſh roaſt beef. 


* 
— —— ety OS Ie. —— 


= — — * 
——— 
. Ion nog Ye ee 


Then ot ſtretching his weak little frame, 
Mamma, who ftood by, like a knowing old dame, 
Cry'd, ſon, to . it your ſurely to blame. 

O the roaſt _ Oe. 


— 


Zut, deaf to advice, he for Wor did thirſt ; 

An effort he ventur'd more ſtrong than the firſt, 

Till ſwelling and ftraining too hard, made him 
burſt: 


O the roaft be, e. 


Then' Britons: be valiant, the nora); 15 Clear ; 
The ox is Old England, the frog is Monſieur : 
Whoſe puffs and bravadoes we need never fear. 

O the ey beef, Sc. 


— 


1 


| For while by our commerce and arts we are able * 
| To tee the fir-loin imoaking hot on our table; 5 
The French may e'en burſt, like the frog in the FF » 


fable. 
O the roaft beef, ce 1 
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_ THE JOLLY MILLERs 


HERE was a jolly miller once liv'd on the 


River Dee, 
He danc'd and he ſang from morn te night, no lark 
ſo blithe as he, 
And this the burden of his ſong for ever us'd to be, 


I care for nobody, no, not I, if nobody cares for me, 


J live by my mill, God bleſs her! ſhe's kindred, | 


child, and with x 3 | 
I would not change my Ration for any other in life, 


No lawyer, ſurgeon, or doctor, e'er had a . from 
me, 


I care for nobody, no, not I, if nobody cares for me. 


When ſpring begins its merry career, oh! how his 
heart grows gay! 

No ſummer drought alarms his fears, nor winter's 
ſad decay. 


No foreſight mars the miller's joy, who wants to 
ting and ſay, 


Let others toll from year to vear.—1 live from day 


to day. 


Thus, like the er bold and free, let us rejoice 
and ling ; | 


The days of youth are made for glee, and time 15 on 


the wing. 


This ſong ſhall paſs from me to hee, along this jo- 


vial ring ; 
Let heart and voice. and all agree, to ſay long live 


the king. 
45 58 ON. 
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FATHER PAUL, 


I E T grave divines preach up dull rules, 
And moral wit refine, 
The precepts taught in Roman ſchools, 

We friars here define. | 


CHORUS, 


Here's a health to Father Paul, 
For flowing bowls 

Inſpire the fouls 

Of, jolly friars all. 


When in the convent we are met, 
We laugh, we joke, we fing ; 
All worldly cares we there forget, 

For Father Paul's our king. 


Here's a Health, Ge. 
No abſolution we will give, 
Ye blue ey'd nuns fo fair; 
No benediction here receive, | 
But baniſh all your care. | | 
| Here's a Health, &c. 


With beads and croſs, not held divine, 
We pray with fervent zeal 

To roſy Bacchus, god of wine, 
Who does each joy reveal. 


Here's a Health, &c. 
M ay 


2 


c. 


Je. 


lay 


(om) 


May ev'ry friar pleaſe his nun, 


Each nun her friar pleaſe ; 
And each alike enjoy their fun 
With freedom and with eaſe. - 
Here's a Health, Sc. 


Then fill your bumpers, ſons of mirth, 
Let friars be the toaſt ; | 5 
Long may they all exiſt on earth, 
And nuns their orders boaſt. 


Here's a Health, Sc. 
S N . 

TRE BEST IN CHRISTEN DOM. 
a HEALTH. 

Tune —In ffory we're told, c. 


E ſons of the caſk, 
Who love a full flaſk, 
To the fountain of life hither come; 
While it ſparkling flows, 
A health I'll propoſe, 
«To the beſt in all Chriſtendom.” 


Ye ſanctify'd drones, 
With ſpiritual groans, 5 
Whoſe cant proves religion a hum; 
A ſpirit more kind, | 
In a health you will find, 
«To ihe beſt in all Chriſteudom. 
I; 1 ve 
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„ 
Ve lawyer's who brawl, 
At Weſtminſter-Hall, 
But without a fee always are mum; 
For once honeſt be, 
And drink now with me, 
« To the beſt in all Chriſtendom. . 


Ve quacks, who pretend, 
All ills you can mend, 
The cripple, the blind, deaf, and dumb; 
Leave plaiſter and pill, 
And a large bumper fill, 
To the beſt in all Chriſtendaom. 


Ve ſoldiers who fight, 

Vet gain nothing by't, 

Quit the ſound of the trumpet and drum; 
More pleaſure is found, 
When glaſſes go round, 

« To the beſt in all Chriſtendom. 


Ye merchants, who roam, 
For riches from home, 

J hopes of obtaining a plumb ; 
What is Crœſus's wealth, 
Compar'd with a health, 

«Ts the beſt in all Chriſtendom. 


Ye bards who create, 
| In the whimfical pate, 
Strange ſtories of fee, faw, and fum ; 
Twill inſpire your muſe, 
Then a health ne'er refuſe, 


To the beſt in all Chriſtendom.” 


C 
And when all are met, 
Round the bowl let us get, 
And each tip a glaſs o'er the thumb: 
| While there's liquor before us, 
Let's join in a chorus, x 


«To go: beſt in all Chriſtendom,” 
—— TEEN enn—_ 
SONG 


A SOLDIER'S SONG. 
5 | 


OW. ſtands the glaſs areund, 
For ſhame. ye take no care, boy's, 

How ftands the glaſs around, 

Let mirth and wine abound, 

The trumpets ſound, 
'The colours they are flying boys, 

To fight, kill, or wound, 

May we ſtill be found, 
Content with our hard fate my boys, 

On the cold ground. 


Why, ſoldiers, why, 

Should we be melancholy, boys; 

Why, ſoldiers, why, 

Whoſe bus'nefs 'tis to die! 
What fighing, fie ! 

Damn fear, drink on, be jolly, boys, 
"Tis he, you, or I! 
Cold, hot, wet or dry, 

We're always bound to follow, boys, 
And ſcorn to fly. 
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Tis but in vain, | 

I mean not to upbraid ye, boys, 
*'Tis but in vain, 
For ſoldiers to complain, 
Should next campaign, 

Send us to him who made us, boys, 
We're free from pain ; 
But if we remain, 


A bottle and kind landlady 


Cure all again, 
$ O N G. 


THE NEW FAL DE RAIL. TI. 


Sung at the Maſquerade. 


Was a flaſh man of St. Giles, 
1 And I fell in love with Nelly Stiles, 
And I padded the hoof for many miles, 
To ſhew the ſtrength of my flame ; 


In the Strand and at the Admiralty, - 


She picks up the flats as they paſs by, 
And I mills their wipes from their fide clye, 
And I ſings fal de ral tit. . 


The firſt time I ſaw the flaming mott, 

It was at the ſign of the pewter pot, 

We call'd for ſome purl and they brou't it hot, 
With gin and bitters too; 

We threw of our ſlang to high and low, 

For we were reſolv'd to breed a row, 

And we got as drunk as David's ſow, 


Then we ſung fal de ral tit. 
As 


6 
As we were roaring forth a catch. 
It was tw-elve o' clock, and we wak' d the watch, 


At his jazey then I made a ſnatch, 


And try'd to nab his rattle; 

But I mits'd my aim, and down I fell, 

So then he charg'd both me and Nell, 

And bundled us both to St. Martin's cell, 
Where we ſung fal de ral tit, 


We paſſed the night in love away, 

And before Juſtice Bd were had the next 7. 

When, becauſe we cou'd not three hog pay, 
Why, we was ſent to quod ; | 

In quod we paſs'd three diſmal weeks, 

Till Nell with crying ſwell'd her cheeks, 

And I damn'd the quorum all for ſneaks, 

And then ſung fal de ral tit. 


From Newgate bars we now be free, 

And Nell and J ſo well agree, 

That we live in perfect harmony, 
With bub and grub our fill: 

For we have ſtag'd a precious go, 

And queer'd the flats at thrums EO; 

Every night at Titmouſe Row, _. 
Where we ſung fal de ral tit. | 


All you that live at your wits end, 
Unto my maxim pray attend, 
Never deſpair to find a friend, 

While the flats have bit aboard ; 
For Nelly and I, why we keeps a gigs 
And roll ſo grand, ſo flaſh and big, 
And we're up to every knowing rig, 

And we ſings fal de ral tit. 


| . 
s ON G. 


THE MIDDLING WAY. 


W ARM and wanton one night by her huſ- 
band's dull fide, 

A wiſhing wife, ſighing, began thus to chide ; 

»Tis hard, my dear Jack, that from me you ſhou'd 
ſtray. 

Be contented at home in the middling way. 

Derry down, c. 


What abroad can you find that you have not at 
home ? 
Jack heard her, but ſlily reſolv'd to be mum; 
She pulPd him, ſhe pinch'd him, and cry'd out, 
John, pray 
Do not fleep now, my dear, for *tis out of the way, 
Derry ee, Oc. 


With a yawn, Jack ke cries, wife what 15't you 
want? 
I'II do all I can, if my all will content; 
Vour all my dear Jack, it is all you can ſay, 
Or all that I want in the middling way. 
Derry Aus, Sc. 


To obey he began, but began in a hurry, 
Which, like poor Hans Carvel, put ma'am in a 
fury; 
Says ſhe, I perceive you don” t mind what I ſay; 
Lord, Jack! pray hold ſtill, for you're out of the 
wa 
. Derry down, Cc. 


Wnvy, 


= (O97: 
Why, I hate to be tantaliz'd Jack, and you know it 3 
If you've any love for me, now pray, my dear 
ſhew it; | 
Jack obey'd the direction, till all ſhe could ſay, 
Was, now you arc plump in the middling way. 
At Derry down, c. 


I've ſung”you a ſong in the middling way, 
My finging is poor, I ſuppoſe you wall fay ; 
Yet fo fond I'm of finging, my mule next intends, 


To ſing or ſay nothing of tother two ends. 
Derry down, Oe. 


Which end is the beſt, and which moſt can prevail, 

As for ſhips, birds, and ſiſh, they are ſteer'd by the 
tail; | 

And altho' man and wife for the head may contend, 

They're both better pleas'd when they get t'other 
end, | 


Derry down, &c. 


The end of our miſſes, the end of our wives, 
The end of our loves, and the end of our lives, 
The end of connection 'twixt miſtreſs and male, 
Tho' the head does deſign, has its end in the tail. 
Derry down, &c, 


More ends I could name, but theſe are the beſt, 
No end 1 mould gain in recounting the reſt : 

Yet one I will add, which you cannot think wrong, 
And that is, to make here an end of my ſong. 

Derry down, Cc. 


(inn!) 


S O N G. 


THE REPRISALS. 


Tune Come rouſe Brother Sportſmen. 


OM E rouſe brother tars! hark, the ſeamen 
all cry; 

We're order'd to fight, let us conquer or die; 

The trumpet's bold notes, and the cannon's loud 

roar, 


Will chide the dull landſmen, for ling'ring on ſhore. 


Revenge has juſt ſent us a proſperous gale, 
Directs all our thunders, and fills ev'ry fail ; 

She ſoon will aſſure us we arm not in vain, 

And make us all rich, with the ſpoils of the main. 


Leave, leave my brave meſſmates, the ſmiles of 
the fair, | he. 
Tis George that demands all the hearts you can 
ſpare ; = | 
Then tell them that love muſt to glory give place ; 
Soon beauty ſhall welcome the conquerors embrace, 


To fame, jovial hunters, your ſports ye muſt yield; 

Here glory awaits you, on ocean's wide field; 

We've an excellent chaſe ; nobler game we've in 
view 

"Tis Frenchmen that fly, while we Britons purſue. 


Look yonder,! look yonder ! Monſieur is in fight, 
Let's haſte to bear down, and prepare for the fight; 


But 


— 


»- 


( 179 ) 


But coward-like Frenchmen ne'er wait for the 


blow; 
They, failing of ſpeed, humbly ſtrike to e foe. 


Like ſons of Old England, once more we * 

_ The humbling their Nas to our high riding broom : 
Thy Heets, haughty Louis! have given us our cue, 
And pleas'd, thus we make the repriats long due. 


N — 
S. O N 
Defeription of a true patriotic Member. 


0 ME coblers turn poets to ſerve their great 
friends, 
Some members turn coblers to turn your beſt ends ; 
Good lord! what mean notions 1n your members 
lurk, 
To rob a poor cobler of all cobling work. 


I hope you'll take care at the gen' ral choice, 

To keep up your honour in giving a voice; 

The man that doth buy you, he muſt allo ſell, 

Pray then chuſe the members that will ſerve you 


well. 


Pray uſe your endeavours with all your ſweethearts, 
To chuſe out a man of good natural parts, 

So enter the ſtate, and at laſt reach the prize; 
This ability wanting, your man cannot riſe. 


I 6 I Tan 


6 


Tam a freeman, I may tnank my good friend; 

I not only ſtand, but am willing to ſpend ; 

What would you have more to defend your juſt laws, 
Than to empty my bags in your country's caule ? 


I ſtand by myſelf, tho* by you I am rais'd, 
And when I ftand ſtiffly, by you I am prais d; 
This general maxim I cannot think wrong, | 
The body's not weak, when the members are ſtrong, 


Some call me an aſſiſtant, but, by your good leave, 
My family's deſcended from Adam and Eve; 

My greateft misfortune, I a& in dumb ſhow, 

I have not a tongue for to ſay aye or no. 


What can be more humble, unleſs a plain mouſe, 
My higheft ambition's a little thatch'd houſe ; 
The door in the middle, a wife in her ſmock, 
The door to fall open whenever J knock. 


Of national good then you need not deſpair, 

If all members, like me, would ſplit but the hair; 
Not lean to each party, nor be led aſtray, 

But puſh at all things in a middling way. 


Some members no ſooner into the houſe get, 

Their votes they will ſell, tho” they pay no juſt debt; 
All theſe men of honour will ſwear black is white, 
But a good ftanding member pays bills upon fight. 


My ſweet charming creatures, my dears all in all, 
By you I muſt Rand, and by you I muft fall; 
Then fill up your glaſſes, and chearfully ſing, 

A ſtiff ſtanding member a bleſſing does bring. 


SONG. 


( ä 
S O N 6. 
THE BRU TES. 


O ME ceaſe all your . about chis or 
that 3... | | 
All diſcord and envy let paſs : 
The tatler who talks of he cannot tell what, 
May juſtly be reckon'd an a/s, an afs. 


The beau who befrizzles and tortures his hair, 
To heighten his delicate ſhape, 

(While ever grimace 1s the end of his care) 
Deſerves to be reckon'd an ape. 


The cynieal churl, who would fain be thought wiſe, 
And doth conſtantly cavil and growl, 

(Tho? this may be wiſdom in ſome peg: s eyes) 
Deſerves to be reckon'd an owd!. 


The glutton who, greedy, for ever would ſtuff 
On all the fine dithes in vogue, 

Who never content, would have more than enough, 
Deterves to be reckon'd a * 


The clown who tho? clumſy, would active be thought, 
Or wonderous clever appear, 

As the fable can fhew, — put him into a boat, _ 
And he'll prove nothing elſe. but a bear. 


The merchant who ventures o'er Afric to roam, 
In hazardous ſearch after luck. 

Ne er knows that his lady hath gallants at home, 
Who dub the poor cucko! d a buck, 


The 


ö 


The innocent fool who believes he's ſecure, 
In the middle of danger to ſleep, 

Who dreads no deceit from the Foxes in pow'r, 
Deſerves to be reckon'd a Bag. 


The goſſip brim full of an ill natur'd _ 
Runs over with aukward abuſe ;,— — 

Whilſt this cackling humour doth ever prevail, 
She deſerves to be reckon'd a goo/e. 


The rogue who in plundering and filching repleat 
Th' unwary draws into a gulf, 

Who lives but to murder, to rob, and to cheat, 
May juſtly be reckon'd a wolf. 


But he whom good ſenſe and good nature inſpire, 
To do all the good that he can, . 
While juſtice and virtue are all his deſire, 
May juſtly be reckon'd a Man, a Man, 
May juſtly be reckon'd a Mar. 


. 


RUGGEDTY MADGE. 


i I E girls of Kilkenny, ſo buxom 11 frifey, 
Fil Wou'd oftentimes treat me with claret and 
#4] WR 


un Diaderoo. 


ö 

| *Cauſe why, I could dance, ſing and caper ſo gaily, 
| And my heart was as ſtout as the heart of Shilaley. 
| | | Botheroo Didderoo. 


But 
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But Cupid the blinker that arch miſchief maker, 
For Ruggedy Madge caus'd my bowels to quake, fir. 
Botheroo Diaderoo. 


Oh! 3 was the fair creature's name, 
fir, 
For whom my poor boſom was all in a flame, fir. 
Bother .o Didderos. 


But oh! when I came to addreſs and adore her, 
I tumbled down backwards, ſtrait forwards before 
her. 
Bas Diadderoo. 


Sweet creature, ſaid I, can you fancy a lover, 
That now will conceal what he now will diſcover. 
Botheroo Didderoo. 


But ſhe with her looks and her tongue gan to jeer 

me, 
And ſhutting her eyes -was refolv'd not to hear me. 
Botheroo Didderoo. 


Struck dumb with this uſage, ſaid I, you falſe 
creature, 

You'll meet with your match neither ſooner nor 
later. 


Bot hberoo Didaeroo. 


Then all you young lovers by me take a warning, 
And pay no regard to their flouting and ſcorning. 
Bot heroo Didderoo. 


So boldly reſolve to be baxom and jolly,” 
| E or it magnifies nothing to be melancholy. 
Boiheroo Didderoo. 


V 
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Then when you are dead, they will treat you with 
laughter, 


And call you a fool all your life ever after. 
| Botheroo Didderoo . 


„ 1 
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THE TIMES, 


0 R my country's good I care not a ſouſe, 
To handle the cole's the fun; 

For I've got a ſeat in the Parliament houſe, 
With my fairly, ſquarely, 
Honeſty, rarely, 

Turn about, in and out 

Glittering, ſweep it in 
Handle the cole's the fun. 


When my fortune is gone, I'll live by my clack, 
To handle the cole's the fun; 

Like Chariey Reynard, or fquinting 225 
With my fairly, &c. 


We wrangle, and bully, and cenfare, and praiſe, 
| To handle the cole's the tun, 
Yet we join hand in hand, and we jig it in hayes, 
With my fairly, Kc. 


When honour knocks, readily open the door, 
To handle the cole's the fun; 

But not ſor the world when you ſee a lee ſhore, 
With my fairly, &c. 


1466 } 
We care not for what department we fit, 
To handle the cole's the fun; 
From the ſtar in the North, to the depth in the pit, 
With my ly, &c. 


Sell a port, or a town, for the ſake of the fees, 
To handle the cole's the fun; 
When tir'd of a war, we can patch up a peace, 
With our tairly, Wen 4 
Honeſty rarely, 
Turn- about, in and out, 
Glittering, ſweep it in, 
Handle the cole's the fun. 


$ 0 N 6. 


E RE's to PR maid of baſhfal fifteen, 
Likewiſe to the widow of fifty; 
Here's to the bold and extravagant queen, 
And here's to the houſewife that's thrifty. 
Let the toaſt paſs, 
Drink to the laſs,. 
Twarrant gic'll prove an excuſe for the glaſs, 


j 
N 
ö 
PASS THE TOAST. 5 


Here's to the maiden whoſe dimples we prize, 
And likewiſe to her that has none, ſir; 
Here's to the maid with a pair of blue eyes, 
And here's to her that's but one, ſir. 
Let the toaſt paſs, Cc. 


Here's 


(a) 


Here's to the maid with a boſom of ſnow, - 
And to her that's as brown as a berry ; 
And here's to the wife with a face full of woe, 
And here's to the girl that is merry. 
Let the roaſt paſs Se. 


Let her be clumſy, or let her be ſlim, 
Young, or ancient I care not a feather; 
So fill the pint bumper quite up to the brim, 
And een let us toaft them together. 
Let the toaſt paſs, 
Drink to the laſs, ä 
I warrant ſhe'Il prove an excuſe for the glaſs, 


— — rn. 2 — 
© . 
GOOD HOMOUR AND . 


NE evening, Good humour took Wit as his 
ueſt, 
I Reſolv' d 101 indulge in a ſenſible feaſt; 
I ̃beir liquor was claret, and friendſhip their hoſt, 
. And mirth, ſong, and ſentiment garniſh'd each | 
; — hour. 
Derry down, &c. 


But while, like true bucks, they enjoy their deſign, 
For the joy of a buck lies in love, wit, and wine, 
Alarm'd! they all heard at the door a loud knock, 
And the watchman hoarle bellow'd, twas paſt 
twelve o'clock. 


Derry down, Sc, 
They 


„ 


They nimbly ran down, the diſturbing dog ſound, 

And up ſtairs they dragg'd the impertinent hound; 

When 3 to the light, how much were they 
pleas' d, 

To ſee twas the grey glutton time they had fiez'd. 
: Derry down, Sc. 


His glaſs as his lanthorn, his ſcythe as his pole, 

And his fingle lock dangled a down his fmooth 
ſcall : | 

My no quoth he, coughing, I thought fit to 
nock, | 

And bid ye be gone; for tis paſt twelve o'clock. 

| | | Derry down, Cc. 


Says the venom'd tooth ſavage, on this advice fix, 

Tho? nature ftrike twelve, folly ſtill points to ſix. 

He longer had preach'd, but no longer they'd bear 
it; : 

So hid him at once in a hogſhead of claret. 

| Derry down, &c. 


This is right, call'd out wit; while you're yet in 
your prime, „ | 
There's nothing like claret for killing of Time: 
Huzza, reply'd Love, now no more can he knock, 
Or, impertinent, tell us, tis paſt twelve o'clock. 
Derry down, c. 


Since Time 1s confin'd to our wine, let us think, 
By this maxim we're ſure of our time when we 
drink : | 
With bumpers, my lads, let our glaſſes be prim'd, 
Now we're certain our drinking is always well tim'd. 
| Derry down, Se. 
SONG. 


6 
E 
MY LADY'S KETTLE. 


Jolly Tinker, through the ſtreet | 
A Went warbling on in voice moſt ſweets 
D'ye want a man of mettle? 
With that my lady's maid ftept out, 
Hip, friend, quoth ſhe, I make no doubt 
Tow itop my lady's kettle, 


He firſt e well the flaws-; 


Then out his implements he draws, 
With itore of laſting mettle ; 

Tho” tight he work' d, ſpite of his ſoul, 

There ftill remain'd a twinging hole, 
A hole in my lady's kettle. 


— — 
8 N. 
THE rennen. 


S friſky Sue Willfleet was ſet at her ſtall, 
— with fiſh, and the devil and all, 
A monſieur by chance, in the intrim came by, 
At her fiſh and her fleſh both, he caſts a ſheep's eye. 
Derry down, . 


He ſtopt at her ſtall, ha! ma ſweet pretty dike, 
Vat ſhall I give you for dat little fiſn here ? 
That lobſter, cry'd Suſan, 111 be at a word, 

For leſs than a ſhilling I can't it afford. 


Derry down, Oe. 


ues 4a 
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Un ſhilling, ma dear, parbleuz and vor vat? 

For one half de monie 1's buy better den dat; 
Aha ! partlue, begar it does ſtink a, 

1 imel] it yourſelf mattam, vat do you tink a? 
Derry down, Cc. 


Says he, you're a whe French impudent dog, 

One half your damn'd country would leap at ſuch 
Prog; 

With arms ſet a-kimbo, up to him ſhe goes, 

And bob went the lobſter full plump gainſt his 
noſe. 


| Derry down, &c. 


F, rompeuſe owe Vous eff 4 blue you damn'd bitch, 
T' abuſe a gentleman comes to buy fiſh; 
Me never will buy a pig in a poke, 
My noſe for me was always mine cook. 
Derry * he Co 


Then barley nab Sue, her fingers ſhe ſnapt, 
Pulling him by the noſe, a fine curtſcy ſhe dropt, 
What bus'neſs then have cooks out of their place, 
Come, noſe, to my kitchen, and ſhows her fat arſe. 
Po. | Derry down, Se. 


— — ¶ mwꝛ . — — 


„ 
THE SAILOR'S LITAN . 


ROM parching ſummers, and boiſterous win- 
ters ; | 
From wounds by grenadoes, and bruiſes by ſplin- 
ters ; 
From the ſophiſtications of beweg and vintners, 
May «ue be delivered. 


1 
From a meſſmate that growls, and is always up- 
braiding; 
From the bugs, and the bed a land lubber has laid 
in; 
From the wrath of a dry diſappointed old maiden, 
May wwe be delivered. 


From ſcurvies, and yaws, and all outlandiſh hard- 
ſhips, 

From bilboes, and bolts, and me ; in guard- 
ſhips ; - 

From the new petty captains, contriv'd by their 
lordſhips, 


May we be delivered. 
From laws conftru'd wrong and a judge without 
candour ; 
From a foe's open force, and a friend” 8 private 
ſlander; 
From the guard-houſe, and hell, and a gouty com- 
mander, 


May a. we be delivered. 


From a rogue, or a wh—re that tobacco, or flops 
ſells; 
From an agent's, and all other raically ſhops elle ; 
From ſpringing our yards, and from ſplitting our 
topſails, 
May we be delivered, 


From an officer that's always in a d- d ſtickle; 
Erom firſt being fiogg'd, and then put into pickle; 
From a denn of a cook, that would piſon old Ne 


chol, 
May we be delivered. 


( 

F rom meat that will ndſthes bear boiling or roa ſt- 
ing; 

From leaks when at ſea, and from ſhoals i in our 


coaſting ; 
From a midihipman' s feet, and the hands of a boat- 


_ twain, | 
May ave be delivered. 


From beef never put into brine *till it ſtunk, 

Or ſalted too much, and as ſolid as junk; 

From being ſeiz'd up to the ſhrouds when we're 
drunk, | 


May ave be Abbas 


From ruſty fat pork that will make a man ſpew ; 

From a gin drinking wench, and a wife that's A 
ſhrew ; 

From a doctor, a lawyer, a bated; and a Jew, 


May we be delivered. 
From ſtinking falt butter, and hard Suffolk cheeſe ; 


From rope yarns, and rags, and old chews in our 
peaſe; 

From the French, and the lice, the muſchetos and 

Heas , 


May we be delivered: 
From bread that is muſty, and beer that is ſower'd; 


From an obſtinate fore that can never be cur'd; 
From the wiles of the purſer, the d—1, and fieward, 


May awe be delivered. 


SON G: 
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S O N G., 
Sung by Mr. Edwin. 
©00D-MORROW TO YOUR NIGHT=-CA?. 


EAR Kathleen, you, no doubt, 
Find fleep how very ſweet *tis ; 
Dogs bark, and cocks have crowed out, 
You never dream how late ' tis; 
This morning gay, 
I poſt away, 


To have with you a bit of hy, 


On two legs rid 
Along, to bid 
Good-morrow to your night-cap. 15 


Laſt night a little bowſy 
With whiſkey, ale, and cyder, 
I aſk'd young Betty Blowzy, 
To let me {er beſide hey. 
Her anger roſe, 
And four as floes, 
The little gipſy cock'd her noſe : 
Yet here I've rid 
Along, to bid 
Good-morrow to your night-cap. 


Beneath the honey-ſuckle, 


«The daiſy and the vi let | 
C Compoſe ſo ſweet a truckle, Wi 
«Fhey*ll tempt you ſure to {poll 2 it. 
««Sweet Sal and Bell 
„I've pleas'd ſo well 
But hold, I muſt'nt kiſs and tell, 
4 8o here I've rid 
Along, to bid 
««Good-morrow to your night · cap. 9 
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The celebrated Dutch and German DIALOGU E, 
between Mynheer Eupharſon, and Mynheer Van- 
ſlawken, | 


s I was going by de Tirteen Cantons, dat is 


ſhould pe ſtand at de doors, but Mynheer Yarflaw- 
ken and Mynheer Vandyſon. Zo, Mynheer Van- 
fawken vas to ſay to me, vat is de matter you nefer 


vas go down to de Veen's-Head at Yeal/za, to play 


de game at de Dutch robers. So I ſay to him, I 
never vas go dere, but I vill go ſome time or an- 
oders. Zo, he zay to me, come now, come now, 
and pring your vife along vid you. Zo, I ſay to 
him, Sair, I was got ne'er a vifes. Zo he ſay to me 
den I ſuppoſe e <a a faulker woman's—yes, ſair, 


ſays I,-I vas keep a faulker woman's to be ſure, 


fair. Zo den he ſays to me, vel, vel, pring your 


fauker womans along vid you.—Zo TI go into 


Neawtkner's-Lane, I feſh mine fauker woman's and 
away we vas go to de Veen's. Head, at Yeal/ea, yeſt 
py his Majeſty's bon-houſe. Ven ve vas come dere, 
dere vas Mynheer Yanſlawken, Mynheer Vandyſon, 
and his vifes, and his wite's broders, and Mynheer 
Hoof nicken, and his fauders and moders. So Myn- 
heer Yanſlawken he vas ſay to me, fair, I vil play 
vid you at de Dutch robers for any monie. Zo 
away ve vas go at it, and vile he vas look over de 
val at de younk fauker woman's, as vas to go py 
Py. got, {air, I vas tip all nine, four I puſh down 


mid de powl, and five mid doter hand :—Hey, far 


de devils iſhde matter know? Vat you tipp all nine? 
ſays Mynheer FOO „ fair, ſays I—I vas 
I tip 


de place vere de vas ſell de alamote peef, Who 


—— 


— * — 3 „ —— — rr U 255 — — — = 


—— — 


—— 


„ 


— . — - 


; 


- CT ˙7—rtÄi—it̃ ˙ — , «— . —⁰¹V 7 ·¹¾⅛ . 
92 2 Ao : 
« & — 1 3 tv > * A... * — 225 y - * 3 6 4 
* , © £ 


4. 
tip all nine: — by got chat was not fair, ſays Myn- 
heer Vanſlaaulen yes lair, lays I, dat vas very fair. 
Vell, vell, ſays Mynheer Yan/lawken, I cou'd not 
ſee, I had not eyes in mine aurſe. Zo den he zay, 
he vou'd play anoder game along mid me. Zo! 
play anoder games——and anoder and anoder, 
— by got I was beat him every one. Zo he {aid he 
voud play no more games, but voud go into de room 
behind de bar, and hafe a tankard of de ſhmilt 
beers, and baper of de ſhmoiſt tobacco. Zo in de 
mean vile my fauker woman's was in de bar, along 
mid de voman's of de houſe, and madam Yanfluwhken, 
Zo de voman's of de houſe, vas iay to mine fauker 
voman's—madam, vil you pleaſe to come and ſhit 
down by me, Zo mine fauker voman's vas ſhit 
down by de voman's of de houſe, and de voman's 
of de houle vas ſhit down by mine fauker voman's. 
Zo de voman of de houſe the ſay to madam Van- 
laufen, and mine fauker voman's, ladies, vill you 
hafe a trop ofa trams. Zo by got, they drink five 
or ſix drams a piece, dey vas very {oper voman's to 
be ſure, Zo in de mean time Mynheer Vanſlaaufen 
vas tumble into a great diſpute, about viſh vas de 
greateſt man's, de Hon. Mr. Pit, or the Hon. Mr. 
Fox. Zo I ſay Mr. Pitt vas a more greater man 
as he. Den Mynheer Fanſlawken ſay, pſnaw, 
pſhaw, Mr. Pitt is no more as a fooliſh young vo- 
man's, dat vas made me mad as de devils, Zol 
zay by got, he is no mor as fooliſh young boy, 1o 
you vas a liar for dat, den he vas come up to me, 
and give me a deviliſh dump of de eye. Zo den 
I go up to him, and gif him anoder dump. Zo 
den he came up to me and gift me a duinp of de 
yeek, den I gife anoder dump of de yeek, away den 
we go to it, there was dump for dump, and e 

0 | L 
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= 
for plump, *till Mynheer Vanſſaauten vas got me 


down on de floor. Zo I was lye down on de 


floor, vat muſt I do den. Mynheer was a great tall 
groſs man's come ſau, and I vas a little ſpare man's 
come ſau, So by got a comical thought vas come 
into mine head, dat I would pite de Duſoman's noſe. 
Zo by got I turn about, and I pite his noſe troo 
and troo. Donder and Blackſen, fays Mynheer, 
for vat is you pite a man's noſe.— No fair, ſaid I— 
I did not pite your noſe. By got, ſays Mynheer, 
Vanſlaaulen, you was a tamm'd lyar, if you ſay you 


| vas not pite my noſe. Zo ] zay, indeed fair, I did 
not. Donder and Blackſen you lie you def, only 


zee now yentlemens, how it vas hanging dingle- 
dangle, one way and de oder by a litel bit of ſkin. 
—Zo den all de yentlemens zay, it was a dammt 
ſhame dat one man ſhould pite anoder man's noſe. 
Ao one yentleman vas come and gife me a dump, 


and anoder came and gife me a dump, by got 


dey gife me ten hundred thouſand dumps, and 
kick me out of de company. Zo as I vas go down 
ſtairs, I zay murder! murder! Zo who ſhould 
come up but an Exgliſomans, as I vas know fery vell. 


—Zol zay to him, come along mid me, here is 


Mynheer Yanflawken ſays hate pite his noſe.—0 
G—t d-—m his plood, ſays de Engliſpmans, tell him 
he pit his own noſe his own ſelf; by Got I. tought 
vas very comical, dat a man ſhould pite his own 
noie : however I know de Engliſbmans vas very good 
at de dumps, and de plumps, he vas bete nine or 


ten Duſbmans preſently ; I vas run in, dere! dere! 


ſays I, Mynheer Yanflawken, you vas a blackguard, 
you vas a ſcoundrel and a diefsman, you ſay I vas 
pite your noſe, by Got fair, you pite your own noſe 
your ownſelves.— Got tam my plood yentlemens, 

2 favs. 
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fays Mynheer FYanſlawken, here is a blackguard, 
here is a ſcoundrel !—Now yentlemens, I will be 
Jug*d by ye, veder it is poſſible a mans can pite his 
own noſe his ownſelves. 20 all de yentlemens 
zay no to be ſure—But Mynheer Hoofinicken a 
fery grave viſe mans was ſhiting by de fire fide, 
drinking his tankard of de ſmilſht peer, and ſmoak- 
ing his pipe of de ſmoiſht tobacco. Yentlemens 
ſays he, noding is impoſſible mid Got—if Got 
leaſe a man may pite his own noſe his own ſelves. * 
AAo den all de yentlemens vas fall aboard de great 
fat Duſhman, and gife him ten hundred douſand 
dumps for pite his own noſe his own ſelf, and lay 
it upon anoder mans. But in de mean vile, who 
ſhould come in but Mynheer Katerfelto, de comical 
Ferman, vid his black devils, by Got he was a 
comical mans, ſo comical, he make you ſkite your 
brogenbrooks, he vas come in, O yentlemen, yen- 
tlemen, ſays he, vat is de reaſon of de damt noiſe 
and botterations. Come, come, ſhit down, ſays he, 
J vill gife you a pit of a Dutch ſong. Zo den dey 
all call ſilence, for Mynheer Katerfelto's ſong, and 
Mynheer Katerfelto, he was begin. | 


Yonk coop macarmus | 

My moiſnet hav'en con gelt, 
Eftſoon ye vel macarma ſcope ; 
Myre gelt is out o' mine ſack alofe, 
Vonk coop macarmus, | 

My moiſnet hav'en con geit. 


(ww F 
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THE DUMB WIFE Kann 


HER E was a bonny blade, had marry'd a 
country maid, 
And ſafely conducted her home, home, home; 
She was neat in ev'ry part, ſhe pleas'd him to the 
heart, 


But ah! alas! ſhe was dumb; dumb, dumb. 


She was bright as the day and briſk as s the 5 | 
And as round and as plump as a plumb, plumb, 
lumb ; | 
But ſtill the filly ſwain, could do nothing but com- 
lain, 
Becaule that his wife ſhe was dumb, dumb, dumb. 


She could brew and ſhe could bake, ſhe could ſew 
and ſhe could make, 
dhe could ſweep clean the houſe Wi h a broom. 
* broom, broom : 
She could waſh and the could WrIng, or do any kind 
5 of thing 
But ah! alas! ſhe was dumb, dumb uind. 


Al So ore te * 


To the doctor then he went, for to give himſelf 
content, L 
And to cure his wife of the mum, mum, mum ; 
Oh! 'tis the eaſieſt part, that belongs unto my art, 
Jo make a woman ſpeak that is dumb: _ | 
dumb. 


K. 3 18 Then- 
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Then the doctor he did bring, and he cut her chat- 

| tering ſtring, | 

And at liberty ſet her tongue, tongue tongue ; 

Oh! her tongue began to walk, which made her 
loud to talk, 

As tho” ſhe had never been dumb, dumb, dumb. 


Her faculty ſhe tries, and ſhe fill'd the houſe with 
noiſe, | XN | 

And ſhe rattled in his ears like a drum, drum, 

drum ; | | 5 

She bred a deal of ſtrife, made him weary of his life, 

He'd give any kind of thing ſhe was dumb, dumb, 


dumb. - 


To the doctor then he goes, and thus he vents his 
woes, | 
Oh doctor ?tis all a hum, hum, hum: 
For my wife is tvrn'd a fcold, and her tongue ſhe 


Will not hold, 
I'd give any kind of thing ſhe were dumb, dumb, 
dumb. | 


When I did undertake to make thy wife to ſpeak, 
It was a thing that was eaſily done, done, done; 
But *tis paſt the art of man, let him do whate'er he 


Can, | Ka 
To make a ſcolding wife hold her tongue, tongue, 
tongue. : 


—— — Le em 
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THE VICAR AND MOSES. 


A T the fign of the horſe, old Spintext of courſe, 
O'er 


Each night took his pipe and his pot, 


* > 
. 
Fa ky 
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O'er a jorum of nappy, quite * and lappö s 
Was pluc'd this cannonical ſot. 


o. de rol, de rot titel ditol. 


The evening was dark, when in came the clerk, 
With reverence due, and ſubmiſſion ; | 


Firſt ſtrok' d his cravat, then twirl'd round his hat, 


And bowing, prefer'd his petition. 
Tol de rol, Se Co 


I'm come, kr, ſays he, to beg, d've ſee, 

Of your reverend worſhip and glory, i 
To inter a poor baby, with as much ſpeed as may be 

And I'll walk with the lanthorn before you. 


Tol de rel, Sc. 


The body we'll bury, but pray 3 s the hurry 
Why lord, fir, the corpſe it does ſtay ! 
You fool, hold your peace, ſince miracles ceaſe, 
A corpſe, Moſes, can't run away. 
| Tel de rol, 8 4. 


Then Moſes, he ſmil'd, ſays, ſir, a ſmall child, 
Cannot long delay your intentions; 


Why that's true, by St. Paul, a child that 1s full, 


Can never enlarge its dimenſions. 
| Tol ae rel, Se. 


Bring Moſes "PAY beer, and bring me ſome, ye 
ear, 
I hate to be call'd from my liquor; 
Come, Moſes, the King, tis a ſcandalous ching, 
Such a 4 thould be but a Vicar, 


Tal de rol, Se. 


Lo Then 
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Then Moſes he ſpoke, fir, tis paſt twelve o'clock, 
Beſides there's a terrible ſhow? : 
Why Moſes, you elf, ſince the clock has firuck 


twelve, 
I'm ſure it can never ſtrike more. 


7 


Tol de ral, Ec. 


Befides, my dear friend, this leſſon attend, 
Which to ſay and to ſwear, I'll be bold, | 
That the corpſe, ſnow or rain, can't endanger, 
that's plain, 


But perhaps you or I may take cold. 
| | | Tol de rol, c. 


Then Moſes went on, fir, the clock has ſtruck one ! 
Pray maſter look up at the hand, | 
Why it ne'er can ſtrike leſs, tis a folly to preſs 
A man for to go that can't ſtand. 
| Tel de rol, Oc. 


At length hat and cloak, old orthodox took, 
But firſt cram'd his jaw with a quid; 
Each tips of a gill, for fear they ſhould chill. 
And then ſtagger'd away ide by ide. | 
| PR Tol de rol, c. 


: f | 
When come to the grave, the clerk humm'd a ſtave, 
Whilſt the ſurplice was wrapt round the prieſt, 
Whilſt fo droll was the figure, of Moſes and Vicar, 


That the Pariſh ſtill talk of the jeſt. 
ol de rol, Tec. 


Good people let's pray, put the corpſe t'other way, 
Or perchance I ſhall over it ſtumble, 
is beſt to take care, tho? the ſages declare, 


A mortum caput can't tremble. 
© Fol trol. fo. 
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Woman that's born of man, that's wrong, the leafs: 
Oh! man that is born of a woman 5 

Can t continue an hour, but's cut down like a flow'r, 


Lou ſee, Moſes, — death ſpareth no man 
| Tol de rol, Sc. 


Here, Moſes, do look, what a con founded book, 
Sure the letters are turn'd upſide down, 
Such a ſcandalous print, ſure the devil is in't, 


That this Strahan ſhould print for the crown... 
Tol de rol, c. 


Prithee, Moſes, you read, for I cannot proceed, 
And bury the corpſe, in my ſtead, 
(Amen, Amen.) 
Why Moſes you're wrong, pray hold fill your 
tongue, 
You've. taken the tail for the head. 
Tol de rol, Sc. 


O' where's thy ſting death! put the corpſe in the 
earth, 
For believe me, *tis terrible weather: 
So the corpſe was interr'd without praying a word, 


And away they both ſtagger' d together. 
Tol de rol, c. 
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THE JOLLY SAILOR 


Jolly Jack Tar, but a little while ſince, 
As drunk as a beggar, as bold as a prince; 
K 5 Fell 


(6 
Fell foul of an alehouſe, and thought it a ſin, 


To paſs without calling, ſo went roaring in. 
Derry down, Se. 


He "AY had ſet down, when the landlord came by, 
With pudding and beef which attracted his eve; _ 
From the maſt-head a ſail, — Jack leapt from his 

place, 
* e his cudgel, gave orders for chace. 
Derry down, c. 


Now it happen'd together ten Frenchmen were met, 
Reſolving Soup-meagre and Frogs to forget ; 
Convinc'd of their error, they'd order'd a feaſt, 
To be dreſt and ſerv'd up in the true Engliſh-taſte, 


Derry down, Tc, 


At the heels of the landlord, Jack quickly appears, 
And made the room echo with three Britifh cheers ; 
Then fat himſelf down, without any debate, 
And whip'd his old quid on his next neighbour's 
| plate. 
Derry down, Se. 


No ſooner was Jack thus poſſeſt of a place, 

Than thinking it needleſs to wait for the grace, 

In ſpite of their whiſpers, the ſtout Engliſh thief, 
Firit grappled the ne. then boarded the beef. 
Derry down, Qc. 


Now nothing could equal the Frenchmens ſurpriſe, 

They ſhrunk up their N and ſtar'd with their 
eyes, 

From one went a hah! to Ascher a hem! 

4 They look'd at their landlord, their landlord at them. 

= | Derry dewn, &c. 

| 
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One more bold than the reſt, by his brethren's ad- 

5 vice, | 
Made a ſneaking attempt to come in for a ſlice, _ 
But Jack cut his fingers, and gave him a check; 

Crying — with your arms, or I'll ſoon clear the 

eos . 

| Derry down, c. 


At length to revenge all the Frenchmen unite, 

Each ſeiz'd on his knife, and prepar'd for a fight; 
Of quarters, ſays Jack, I would not have you think; 
So ſtrike you ſoup-bibbers, ſtrike, ſtrike, or you ſink. 
Derry down, &c. 


The landlord beholding, approach'd from afar, 

And, ſneaking behind, ſeiz'd the hands of the tar 
I've got him, ſays he, but he ſcarce could ſay more, 
*Ere he found his dull pate where his heels were 


before. 
Derry dawn, Se. 


Then frowning, Jack flouriſn'd his truſty old ſtick, 
And lay on his broadſides fo faſt and fo thick : 
He fo well play'd his part in a minute, that four 
Lay ſprawling along with their hoſt on the floor. 
Derry down, Cc. 


The reſt being diſmay'd at their countrymens fate, 
Each fearing Jack's flick would alight on his pate, 
Soon yielded him victor and lord of the main, 
With humble entreaty to bury their ſlain. 

Derry down, c. 
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To which he conſented, but order'd that they 
For the beef, and the pudding, and porter ſhould pay; 
So ſaying, he ſtagger'd away to his wench, 
Still whooping and.crying, down, down with the 
French. 
15 Derry down, Oc. 


S O N G. 


THE WONDERFUL OLD MAN. 


HERE was an old man, and though it's not 
common, 
Yet if he ſaid true, he was born of a woman; 
And tho” it's incredible, yet I've been told, 
He was once a mere infant, but age made him old, 
Age made him old, age made him old, 
He was once a meer infant, but age made him old. 


Whens'er he was hungry he long'd for ſome meat, 
And if he could get it, *twas ſaid he would eat; 
When thirſty, he'd drink, if you gave him a pot, 
And his. liqour moſt commonly ran down his throat. 


He ſeldom, or never, could ſee without light, 
And yet I've been told he could hear in the night; 
He has oft been awake in the day-time 'tis ſaid 
And has fallen aſleep as he lain his bed. 


4 reported his tongue always mov'd when he 
:.calk'd;: - | 

And he ſtin'd both his arms and his legs when he 
walk'd ; And 


( 205. ) 


And his gait was be odd, had you ſeen him, you'd. 


burſt, 
For one leg or t'other would always be firſt. 


His face was the oddeſt that ever was ſeen, 

For if twas not waſh'd it was ſeldom quite clean; 

He ſhew'd moſt his teeth when he happen'd to grin, 

And his mouth ftood acroſs *twixt his noſe and his 
chin. 


When this whimſical chap had a river to paſs, 

If he cou'd not get o'er, he would ſtay where he was; 
Tis faid he ne'er ventur'd to quit the dry ground, 
Vet ſo great was his luck that he never was drown'd; 


Among other ſtrange things that befel this good 
yeoman, 

He was married, poor ſoul, and his wiſe was a woman. 

And unleſs by that liar, miſs Fame, we're beguild, 

We may roundly affirm he was never with child. 


At laſt he fell ſick as old chronicles tell, 

And then, as folks ſaid, he was not very well. 

But what is more ſtrange, in ſo weak a condition, 
As he could not give fees, he cou'd get no phyſician. 


What wonder he died, yet, *tis ſaid, that his death 
Was occaſion'd at laſt by the want of his breath: 
But peace to his bones, which in aſhes now moulder, 


Had he liv'd a day longer, he'd been a day older. 


SONG, 


| 
| 
1 
| 


r ——x—x ” — 
. p - * q A 


— 


(206) 
. 
THE WONDERFUL OLD WOMAN, 
yore an Anſwer te the W. . Old Man. 


INC E a wonderful Man I Gadd is quite common, 
A wonderful tale Lil reiate of a Woman; 
Wen a child, the was counted an infant, tis hinted, 
And was aiways beſt pleas' d, when ſhe ſeem'd moſt 
contented. 


Her form was moſt ſtrange, for, as it is told us, 
She was born with a head that was plac'd on her 


thoulders ; 
She could ſee with her eyes, with her tongue ſhe 


could talk, 
And her legs always mov'd when ſhe happens to 


walk. 


When the Wand Bere e fie l often dere, 


(So cunning was ſhe) to be plac'd by the fire; 
It ihe found it too hot (it is true what I ſay) 
So great was her ſenſe, ſhe would move quite away. 


Old maxims ſhe had a great ſtore in her mind, 


And knew when ſhe went firſt, ſhe was never behind: 
It is odd you will ſay, but *twas certainly fo, 
Nothing troubled her mind . misfortunes and woe. 


In the morning, ſhe always 90. up when ſhe roſe, 
Nor ever look'd naked, when cover'd with cloaths! 
She'd an arm to each leg, and, ſtrange to relate, 


| She had fingers and toes to her hands and her feet. 


Having 


(r 
Having paſs'd through this life in a manner un- 
common, 
When dead ſhe was ſilent, altho* an old woman! 
But the ſtrangeſt event happen'd after her death, 
To the grave ſhe was carry*d, and dern out of breath. 


s ON G, 
Sung by Mr. Banniſter. 


THE SAILOR'S DELIGHT. 


OME buſtle, buſtle, drink about, 
And let us merry be, 
Our cann is full, we'll pump it out, 
And then all hands to ſea : 
And a ſailing we will Ko. 


Fine Miſs at dancing-ſchool is taught, 
The minuet to tread, 

But we go better when we've brought 
The fore-tack to cat-head. 


The Jockey's call'd to horſe, to horſe, 
And {wiftly rides the race, 

But ſwifter far we ſhape our courſe, 
When we are giving chace. 


When horns and ſhouts the foreſt rend, 
_ His pack the huntiman chears ; 
As loud we hollow when we ſend 
A broadfide to Monſieurs. yd 


— 


1 


The What's their names, at uproar ſquall, 
With muſic ſine and ſoft, 
But 


(208) 
But better ſound's our boatſwain's call, 
All hands, all hands aloft. 


With gold and filver ſtreamers fine 


The ladies rigging ſhew, _ 
But Engliſh ſhips much grander ſhine. 


When prizes: home we tow. 


What's got at ſea we ſpend on ſhore, 
With ſweethearts or our wives; 

And then, my boys, hoiſt ſail for more, 
Thus paſs the ſailors Iives. 


THE TAYLOR AND SEMPSTRESS. 


Simile Simili gaudet. 


Taylor there was, and he liv'd in a garret. 
Who ne'er in his days taſted. champaigne or 
claret ; 
With high ſoups, or ragouts, he never was fed, 


But cabbage, believe me, was his daily bread. 
5 Derry down, & c. 


His work he purſu'd without any repining, 

When bleſs' d with a Pine of three threads for his 
lining; 

Till Cupid, whoſe arrows moſt cruelly treat us, 


With a Sem s bodtin deſtroy d his guietus. 
Derry down, &c. 


; | | 
No longer a &:irth-night affords. any pleaſure, 
His patterns he ſcatter'd, in tatters his meaſure ; 
His ill he contrives not with items to ſwell; 


Silk, twiſt, tape, and buckram, he damns them to 
Bell. Derry down, &c. 


( 209 ) 


Cupid, pitying his caſe, at length flew to his aid, 
And help'd him to fire draw the hole he had made; 3 
And bade him be bold, and not ſtand like a mute, 


Whoe'er finiſh'd without firſt beginning a ſuit ? 
Derry down, &c. 


He viſits the Sempfireſ with aukward addreſs, 
Proteſts on her kindneſs hang his happineſs ; 
But ſhe ſcornfully ſneer'd athis ſpeeches and wheedle, 


For ſhe, lack a day, was as ſharp as a needle. 
| Derry down, &c. 


He told her on hon'rable terms he was come, | 

And: beg'd he might ſoon be inform'd of his doom; 

Unleſs ſhe'd conſent to be ſhortly his wife, 

The Fate's Sears would ſoon cut off his remnant of 
lite, Derry Down, &C. 


Do you think, cry'd the Sempſtreſs, I'll take for a 
ſpouſe | | 

One whom no one eſteems three ſeips of a louſe ? 

Advance in your favour whatever you can, 


A taylor is but the ninth. part of a man. 
Derry down, &c. 


The rayior proceeded with lying, entreating, 

And making ſuch ſpeeches which ſcarce bear. re- 
peating 

A woman unmarry'd was uſeleſs he laid; 


Was juſt like a needle avitbout any thfead. _ 
| Derry down, &c. 


When the prieſt ſhould have tack'd them together” | 
| he - 
For her palate, when dainty, he'd nicely provide; 


Tho 


(210) 
Tio to turkies and capons he could not afpire, 
She might always be fure of a gog/e at the fre. 
| Derry down, & c. 


As ſhe work*d he commended her fingers ſo nimble, 
And ſwore that her eyes were more bright than her 
 ahimble; | 
Tho' ſmall was his wit he ſo ated his part, 
That (I know not how 'twas) he cabbag'd her heart, 
Derry down, &c. 


Away hand in hand to the chapel they went, 
Nor appear'd in her viſage the leaſt diſcontent ; _ 
None but _ could the conjugal knot have un- 
ty'd ; | | 
For craſi legg d together they ſat till they dy'd. 
4 | Derry Daæun, &c. 


o N 


POOR PUFF. . 


Tune A Cobler there avas. 


Lively young barber, an amorous ſpark, 
Miſs Stichwell, by moon- light, once met in 
the Park, 
Between whom tete a- tete ſoon did begin, 
Voung Puff much deſiring to ſtick his pole in 
Her down, down, down, derry down. 


Her eyes he firſt ſwore like Harp razors had fhorn 
His heart of its eaſe, which had made him forlorn, 
: But 


— 


E 

But thus ſhe made anſwer, oh fie, Johnny, fie, 
Your pole, I proteſt, you ſhall ne'er ſtick in my 

| Derry down, fc. 


He then ſwore like /oap in hot auater he dwindled, 
For love had within his poor breaſt a flame kindled; 
He ne'er could be happy unleſs he could win her 
To let him beat wp nature's lather within her. 

Der ry aown 5 | & Co 


With ſmiling, and ſmirking, and wantonly leering, 

Said ſhe, you young men are quite full of your 
Jjeering, 

With tongues ſmooth as Bones, too, you'll flatter 
and lie, 

Thro' talking, tho? none ſhall bear /uds up in my 

| Derry down, &c. 


Soon taking the hint, to a bench he ſtrait led her, 
Where he with her linen then partly o'erſpread her, 
And ſoon Mr. Puff, to end well this odd matter, 
Pull'd out his machine, and in haſte let fly at her. 

| Derry down, Sc 


She endur'd it with eaſe, tho it made him the puffer, 
And ſay, he ne'er /ather'd a beard that was tougher; 
Yet as it had turn'd his zo0/'s eage, ſhe once more 
Defir'd he would t it, and then /ather o er- 
| Her down, down, Oc. 


T*effet which his /oap-balls ſhe ſqueez'd, but in 
1 Pain; | | 
He could not make fuds in her baſon again, 
Which made her exclaim, to poor Puff's great diſ- 
honour, — Fore ws 
A block-head of wood might as well lie upon her. 
Ws Derry down, Sc, 


A 5 
1 N . * n 
ws * ” * * 
, j IO 


* 
— 9 


. 


Ss 


. 105 my * 


———— —w— 


5 
3 


. — 


n 8 
2 2 * . WAS 


9 


8 


* p WAS 


Lin: OY 
hs ag 


8 ans 7 


1 
4 
< 
Des 
p 


» 
=, 
5 
1 
4 
By * 
* * 
4 a 
„ 
"i 
=, 
1; 
* 
_— 
"*2 x 
__ 
* 2 
E * 
6 
. 
3 
13 
_ 
? & 
» 3 
if 
I 
8 * 4 
8 4 
1 
=" 
x 
. 
94 
* 
3 
© £55 
7 4 
5 
* 
2 
1 
= 
[4 
* 
by 
2 $ 
k 
7. 
* 
73 
E 
4 


- 


— — —œẽ 


—ͤ— — —_—_— wo 


„ 
— — 


— — 


— 


—— 


EEE rn rr 9 l 
Og er INIT” i "TRUE t Nm 7 x 8. 
| ; #3 onde Th REES. Py. > Fg Fc 

- ——— — - — 


— 


„ 1} 

Says the, ſuch a trimmer as you I ne er felt, 

Your roll of pomatum ſo quickly does melt, 

Your ciſtern ſoon drain'd too, and ck therefore 
uſeleſs, 

A weaving-frame I might as well have that's juice- 
leſs. | 

In my down, down, Cc. 


8 # 


FFF 


ROGER AND JOAN. 


WAS cold, and young Roger had leave 
5 from the ſquire, 

To cleave ſome dry wood to recruit his wife's fire; 
When at ev'ry blow from his ſtomach there broke 
A hem, or a hah, near as loud as the ſtroke. 


Derry down, Ec. 
His wife ſtanding by, and demanding the reaſon, 
Quoth Hodge, thefe emiſſions in labouring eaſe one, 
For while voice and members at once thus em- 
ploy'd are, | | 1 
I drive the wedge farther, and make the ſlit wider. 


Derry down, Sc. 


Attentive Joan heard, and was filent *till night, 
When Roger performing the conjugal right, 
In the midſt of the rapturous amorous game, 
She pinch'd him and pulPd him, and bid him cry 
hem; 555 
Derry, down,. Cc. 


„ 
Hodge knew what ſhe meant, but unable to give 
A comfort ſo long as his wife could receive; 
He cry'd, my dear jewel I can no more hem in, 


There? odds you know between cleaving and boring. 
| Derry down, Sc. 


$046 - 6s 
BRITONS RULE THE WAVES. 


HEN Britain firſt, at heav'ns command, 
Aroſe from out the azure main, 
Arole, &c. 
'This was the charter, the charter of the land, 
And guardian angels ſung the ſtrain ; 
Rule Britannia, Britannia rule the waves, 
For Britons never will be ſlaves. 


The nations, not ſo bleſt as thee, 
Muft in their turns to tyrants fall, 
Muſt in, &c. 


Whilſt thou ſhalt flouriſh, ſhalt flouriſh om and 
free, 


The dread and envy of them all, 
Rule un, &c. 


Still more bp ſhalt thou rife, 


More dreadful from each foreign ſtroke, 
More dreadful, &c. 


As the loud blaft that tears the ſkies, 
Serves but to root thy native oak. 
Rule Britannia, &c. 


The 
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The haughty tyrants ne'er ſhall tame; 
All their attempts to bend the down, 
All their, &c. | 

Will but arouſe, arouſe thy gen'rous flame, 
And work their woe, and thy renown. 

Rule Britannia, &c. 


To thee belongs the rural reign, 
Thy cities ſhall with commerce ſhine, 
Thy cities, &c. 
All thine ſhall be, ſhall be the ſubject main, 
And ev*ry ſhore it circles, thine. 
Rule Britannia, &c. 


The muſes, ſtill with freedom found, 
Shall to thy happy coaſt repair, 
Shall, &c. 
Bleſs' d Iſle! with beauties, with matchleſs beauties 
crown'd, 
And manly hearts to guard the fair. 
Rule Britannia, Britannia rule the wawds, 
For Britons never ſhall be ſiaves. 


— — ——— Hö— 
S ON 68. 
Sung by Mr. Arrowſmith, at Vauxhall. 


BVERY ONE'S LIKING. 


HEN kiad friends _—_ a ſong, 
Something new and ſtriking : 
Surely he can ne'er be wrong, 


Wno gives each his liking. | 
Patriots 


( 215 ) 
Patriots like to get a place, 
The courtiers theirs to keep; 
Country *ſquires to drink and chaſe, 
And cits to eat and ſigep. 


Parſons like a Biſhopric, 
Gamblers like to bubble; 
Poctors like to ſee: friends ſick, 
Lawyers theirs in trouble. 


Soldiers like both peace and pay, 
When fighting is no more; 
Sailors like a road to ſtray, 
For gold to waſh aſhore. 


Ruddy bullies like to bluſter, 
Pale beaux to ſeem polite ; 
Train-band Captains like a muſter, 
But neither like to fight. 


Ladies like —a thouſand things, 
But yet it were not well; 

He who for his pleaſure ſings, F 
Should all their likings tell. 


7 . 9 
> 


S q NK 


ALL FOR THE BEST, 


ILL your glaſſes, baniſh grief, 
Laugh and worldly care deſpiſe; 
Sorrow ne er can bring relief, 


Joy from drinking may ariſe. 


6 
Why ſhould we with wrinkled care, 
Change what nature made ſo fair? 


Drink, and ſet your hearts at reſt, 
Of a bad bargain make the beſt. 


Some purſue the winged wealth, 
Some to riches do aſpire, 

Give me freedom, give me health, 
There's the ſum of my deſire; 

What the world can more preſent, 

Will not add to my content: 

Drink, and ſet your hearts at reſt, 

Peace of mind 1s always beſt. 


Buſy brains we know, alas; 

With 1maginations run, 
Like the ſand in the hour glaſs, 

Turn'd, and turn'd, and ſtill runs on; 
Never knowing where to ſtay, 
But uneaſy ev'ry way: 
Drink, and jet your hearts at reſt, 
Peace of mind is always beſt, 


Mirth, when mingled with our wine, 

Maxes the heart alert and free, 
Let it rain, or ſnow, or ſhine, 

Still the ſame thing 'tis to me, 
There's no fence againf our fate, 
Changes on us daily wait. 

Drink, and fet your hearts at reſt, 
Of a bad bargain make the beſt. 


— 


2 
CYMON AND IPHIGENIA, 
A CanTATA. 


 RECITATIVE, 


EAR a thick grove, whoſe deep embow'ring 
| ſhade, 2 i 

Seem'd moſt for love and contemplation made, 

A chryſtal ſtream with gentle murmurs flows, 
Whoſe flow'ry banks are form'd for ſoft repoſe: 
Thither retir'd from Phoebus? ſultry ray, 

And lulPd in fleep, fair Iphigenia lay. 

Cymon, a clown, who never dreamt of love, 

By chance was ſtumping to the neighb'ring grove : 
He trudg'd along, unknowing what he ſought, 
And whiſtled as he went for want of thought: 

But when he firſt beheld the ſleeping maid, 

He gap'd—he ftared ! her lovely form ſurvey'd; 
And while with artleſs voice he ſweetly ſung, 
Beauty and nature thus inform*d his tongue, 


m2 Ss 


The ſtream that glides in murmurs by, 
Whoſe glaſſy boſom ſhews the ſky, 
Completes the rural ſcene : 
But in thy boſom charming maid, 
All heav'n itſelf is ſure diſplay'd, 
Too lovely Iphigenia! 


L RECITATIVE, 


& 21& 0 
RECITATIVE. 


She wakes and ſtarts poor Cymon trembling ſtands, 
Down falls che ſtaff from his unnerved hands: 
Bright excellence, ſaid he, diſpel all fear, 

Where honour's preſent, ſure no danger's near, 
Half rais'd, with gentle accent ſhe replies, 
Oh, Cymon ! if ' tis you, I need not riſe ; 

Thy honeſt heart no wrong can entertain ; 

Purſue thy way, and let me ſleep again. 

The clown, tranſported, was not ſilent long, 

But thus with ecſtacy purſu'd his ſong : 


1 


Thy jetty locks, that careleſs break, 
In wanton ringlets down thy neck; 
Thy love-inſpiring mein; 
- Thy ſwelling boſom, ſkin of fnow, 
And taper ſhape, inchant me ſo, 
I die for Iphigenia. f 


RECITATIVE. 


Amaz'd, ſhe liſtens, nor can trace from whence, 

The former clod is thus inſpir'd with ſenſe ; 
She gazes—=finds him comely, tall, and ſtrait, 

And thinks he might improve his aukward gait ; 

Bids him be ſecret, and next day attend, 

At the ſame hour to meet his faithful friend. 

Thus mighty love could teach a clown to plead :; 


And nature's language ſureſt will ſucceed, 


AIR. 


ATX. 


Love's a pure, a ſacred fire, 
EKindling gentle, chaſte deſire; 
Love can rage itſelf controll, 

And elevate, and elevate the human ſoul : 
Depriv'd of that, our wretched ftate, 
Had made our lives of too long date: 

But bleſt with beauty and with love. 

We taſte what angels do above, &c. 


8 O N G. 


ARABIITLA, OR THE EA,. 


OUNG Arrabella, mamma's care, 
And ripe to be a bride, 
Had charms a monarch might enſnare, 
But beauty mix'd with pride; 
Had charms a monarch might enſnare, 
But beauty mix'd with pride. 


But till to blaſt that n 
Her pride each lover cool'd, 
The number of her ſlaves was leſs, 
And leſs the tyrant rul'd, 
And leſs the tyrant rul'd. 


Her ſiſter Charlotte, tho* not bled 
With beauty's pions ſpell, 

The virtues of the m DO rom 
And bore away the 


(0 } 
Knights, earls, and dukes, like ſummer flies, 
Around the maiden flew, 
They preſs'd to tell ten thouſand hes, 
As men are apt to do. 


Poar Arrabella, vext to. find, 
Her ſiſter made a wife; - 

Pretends to rail at all mankind, _ a 
And praiſe a ſingle life. TE 


Fond Celadon addreſt the * 
Reſoly'd no time to loſe, 
A youth with ſuch a ſhape and air, 
What female cou'd refuſe. _ 
Like all the reſt he own'd his flame, 
His artleſs flame alone, 
The bluſhing maid confeſt the ſame, x 
The prieft ſoon made them one. 


Ye virgins Charlotte's plan . 
Shun Arrabella's fate; ; 

Accept the man that's worthy you, 
Before it is tao late. 
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LIVE AND LOVE. 


OME thou roſy Giapled boy, 
Source of every heart-felt joy; 
Leave the bliſsful bow'rs awhile, 
Paphos, and the Cyprian iſle ; 
Viſit Britain's rocky ſhore, 
Britans, too, thygpow'r adore ; 


Britons, 


* 
( 
Britons, hardy, bold, and and free, 
Owa thy laws, and yield to thee; 
Source of every heart- felt joy, 
Tome, thou roſy dimpled boy. 


Hafte to Sylvia, haſte away, 
This is thine and Hymen's day; 
Bid her thy ſoft bandage wear, 

Bid her for love's rites prepare; 
Let the nymphs, with many a flow'r, 
Deck the ſacred nuptial bow'r, _ 

Thither lead the lovely fair, 
And let Hymen, too, be there: 
This is thine and Hymen's dæy, 

Haſte to Sylvia, haite away. 


Only while we love we live, 
Love alone can pleaſure give; 
Pow'r, and pomp, and tinſel ſtate, 
Idle pageants of the great ; 

Crowns and ſceptres, envy'd things, 
And the pride of eaſtern Kings, 

Are but childiſh, empty toys, 

When compar'd to love's ſweet joys, 
Love alone can pleaſure give ; 

Only while we love we live. 


3-06: 
THE ADI EU. 


ARE WEL to the meads and the aa 5 
Where late fo delighted I rov'd, 


| 0s 20 | Farewel 


6 
Farewel ev'ry ſweet, nature yields, 
I've loſt the dear charmer I lov'd! 


Farewel the delights of the ſpring, 
In beauty and health ever new ; 

No more in your praiſe ſhall I ſing, 
For Strephon thus bids you adieu! 


For ever farewel to the ſhade, 
Where to Delia I tender'd my love ; 
For ever farewel to the glade, 
Where ſhe did my paſſion approve. 


Farewel to the hill and the dale, 
To the grot, and each paſtoral view, 

Vour charms can no longer prevail, 

And Strephon thus bids you adieu! 


No more in the morning ſo gay, 
Shall Strephon trip over the lawn, 
No more ſing his carols to May, 


3 


Or rejoice in th? approach of the dawn. 


For Delia alaſs! is no more, 
My Delia ſo conſtant and true, 
Her loſs I ſhall ever deplore,. 
For ever, for ever, adieu! 


—  — — I —— 
s O N G. 
BLACK EY'D SUSAN. 


LL in the Downs the fleet was moor'd, 

The ftreamers waving in the wind, 
When black ey'd Sufan came on board, 
Oh! where ſhall I my true love find ? 


. 
Tell me ye jovial ſailors, tell me true, 
If my ſweet William ſails among your crew ? 


William, who high upon the yard, 
Rock*d by the billows too and fro, 
Soon as her well known voice he beard, 

He ſigh'd, and caſt his eyes below 


The rope ſlides ſwiftly through his glowing hands, 


And quick as lightning on the deck he ſtands. 


So the ſweet lark high-poiſs'd i in air 
Shuts cloſe his pinions to his breaſt, 

If chance his mate's ſhrill voice he hear, 
And drops at once into her neſ.— 

The nobleſt captains in the Britiſh fleet, 


Might envy William's lips thoſe kiſſes ſweet. 


O Suſan! Suſan lovely dear! 
My vows ſhall ever true remain; 
Let me kiſs off that falling tear 
We only part to meet again. 4 
Change as ye liſt, ye winds, my heart ſhall be 
The faithful compaſs that ſtill points to thee. 


Believe not what the landmen ſay, 7 
Who tempt with doubts thy conitant mind; 
They'll tell thee, ſailors, when e | 
In,n every port a miſtreſs find; 

Yes, yes, believe them when they tell thee ſo, 
For thou art preſent whereſoe'er I go. 


If to fair India's coaſt we fail, 

Thine eyes are ſeen in di'monds bright ; 
Thy breath is Afric's ſpicy gale, 

Thy ſkin is ivory fo white: 


L 4 | Thus 
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Thus ev'ry beauteous object that I view, 
Wakes in my ſoul ſome charm of lovely Sue. 


Tho? battle calls me from thy arms, 
Let not my pretty Suſan mourn : 

'Tho' cannons roar, yet ſafe from harms, 
William ſhall to his dear return : 


Love turns aſide the balls that round me fly, 
' Left Precious tears thould drop from Suſan's eye. 


The boatſwain gave the dreadful word, 

The fails their ſwelling boſom ſpread ; ; 
No longer muſt ſhe ftay on board ; 

They kiſs'd, ſhe ſigh'd, he hung his head: 
Her leſs*ning boat unwilling rows to land: 
Ade? ſhe cry'd, and way'd her lily hand. 


on 
8 O N G. 
PLATO'S ADVICE.» 


AYS Plato, why ſhould man be RP | 
Since bounteeus hear'n hath made him great! 

Why look with inſolent di{dain, 

On thoſe undeck'd with wealth or ſtate ? 
Can coſtly robes, or beds of down, 

Or all the gems that deck the fair : 
Can all the glories of a crown 

Give health, or eaſe the brow of care ? 


The ſcepter'd kid) the burden'd ſlave, 
The humble, and the haughty die; 
The rich, the poor, the baſe, the brave, 
In duſt, without diſtinction lye. 
| Go 


( 225 ) 
Go ſearch the tombs where monarchs reſt, 
Who once the greateſt titles wore, 
Of wealth and glory they're bereft, 
And all their 1 are no more. 


So flies the meteor thro? the ſkies, 
And ſpreads along a gilded train; 
When ſhot—'tis gone; its beauty dies, 
Diſſolves to common air again: 
So 'tis with us, my jovial fouls, 
Let friendſhip reign, while here we ſtay: 
Let's crown our joys with flowing bowls ; 
When Jove commands we mult obey. 


—_ cs 
. 
THE FOX CHASE. 


RECITATIVE. 


HE. whiſtling ploughman hails the bluſhing 
dawn, 
The thruſh melodious 338 the ruſtic note, 
Loud fings the black- bird thro? reſounding groves, 
And the lark ſoars to meet the _ ſun. 


2 
* to the copſe lead away; 
And now, my boys, throw off the hounds: 
I'll warrant he ſhews us ſome play; 
See, yonder he ſkulks thro' the grounds. 


L 5 Then 
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Then ſpur your briſk courſers and ſmoke %em, my 
bloods : 
»Tis a delicate dent lying morn : 
What concert 1s equal to thofe of the woods, 
Betwixt echo, the hounds, and the horn? 


Each earth ſee he tries at in vain, 
In cover no ſafety can find ; 

So he breaks it, and ſcours amain, 
And leaves us a diſtance behind. 


O'er rocks, and o'er rivers, and is we fly, 
All hazard and danger we ſcorn ; 

Stout Reynard we?ll follow until that he die; 
Cheer up the good dogs with the horn. 


And now he ſcarce creeps thro* the dale, 

All parch'd from his mouth hangs his tongue; 
His ſpeed can no longer avail, 

Nor his life can his cunning prolong. 


8 0: N G. 
"MELTON OYSTERS. | 
H E RE was a 8 likely laſs, 
Juſt come to town from Glo'ſter; 


And ſhe did get her livelihood 
By crying Wo Oyſters. 


She bore her baſket on her . 


In the genteeleſt poſture; 
And ev'ry day, and ev'ry night, 
She cry'd her Melton Oyſters. N 


( 227 ) 
It happen'd on a certain day, | 
As going through the cloiſters, 
She met a Lord ſo fine and gay, 
Would buy her Melton Oyſters. 


He ſaid «* Young damſel go with me, 
Indeed I'm no impoſtor;:'? 

But ſhe kept bawling in his ears, 
Come buy my Melton Oyſters. 


At length reſolv'd with him to go, 
Whatever it might coſt her, 

And be no more oblig'd to cry, 

Come buy my Melton Oyſters. 


And now ſhe 1s a lady gay, 

For Billingſgate has loſt her; 

She goes to maſquerade and play, 
No more cries Melton Oyfters ! 


S O N S. 
THE UNION or LOVE AND WINE. 


IT H woman and wine I defy ev'ry care, 
\ y For life without theſe is a bubble of air; 
For life without theſe, &c. 
Each helping the other, in pleaſure I roll, 
And a new flow of ſpirits enliven my foul 3 - 
Each helping the other, &c. 


Let grave ſober mortals my maxims condemn, 
J never ſhall alter my 225 for them; 
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I care not how much they my-meaſures decline, 

Let *em have their own humour, and I will have 
mine. 


Wine prudently us'd will our ſenſes 1 improve, 

*T1s the ipring- tide of life, and the fuel of love: 

And Venus ne' er look' d with a ſmile fo divine, 

As when Mars bound his head with a branch from 
the vine. 


Then come my dear charmer, thou nymph half di- 
vine, 

Firſt pledge me with kiſſes, next pledge me with 
wine; 

Then giving and taking, in mutual return, 


Ihe torch of our loves ſhall eternally burn. 


But ſhould'ſt thou my paſſion for wine diſapprove, 
My bumper I'll quit to be bleſt with thy love; 
For rather than forfeit the joys of my laſs, 


My bottle I'Il break, and demoliſh my glaſs. 


* 


8 O N G. 


THE HAPPY LIFE. 


F I live to grow old, as I find I go down, 

Let this be my fate in a fair country town; 
May I have a warm houſe, with a ſtone at my cate, 
And a cleanly young girl to rub my bald pate. _ 
May I govern my paſſions with an abſolute ſway, 
And grow wiſer and Nenner as my ſtrength wears 

away, E 6 
Without gout or None, by a gentle decay. 


( 229 ) 

In a country town, by a murmuring brook, 

With the ocean at diſtance on which I may look; 
With a ſpacious plain, without hedge or tile, 
And an ealy pad- nag to ride out a mile. 


May I govern, &c. 


With Horace and Petrarch, and one or wo more 
Of the beſt wits that liv'd in the ages before; 
With a dith of roaſt mutton, not ven'lon, nor teal, 
And clean, tho? coarſe linea at every meal. 


May J govern, &c. 


With a pudding on dic! with ſtout humming 
liquor, 

And a remnant of Latin to puzzle the vicar; 

With a hidden reſerve of Burgundy wine, 

To drink the King's health as oft as we dine. 


May I govern, &c. 


With courage undaunted may I face my laſt day; 
And when J am dead may the better ſort ſay, 
In the morning when ſober, in the ev'ning when 
mellow, 
He's gone, and han't left behind him his fellow: 
For he govern'd his paſſions with an abſolute 
ſway, 
And grew wiſer and better as his ſtrength wore 
away, 
Without gout or ſtone, by a gentle decay. 
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S 0 G6. 
THE HUMOURS OF COVENT-GARDEN, 


LD bards have ſung, how we could boaſt 
Of places much renowned, 

For bloody battles won and loſt, 

And royal munarchs crowned : 
But ail thoſe deeds this age exceeds, 

They are not worth regarding, 
Some have declar'd when once compar'd, 

With famous Covent-Garden, 


Firſt, here's a church, fam'd Jones has built, 
For people to be good in; | 

Where ſermons, you may hear, are fill'd 

With reatons like a pudding: 

Though in his clack, the man in black, 
Is ſometimes mighty clever; 

Yet I've been told, both young and old, 
Return as wiſe as ever. 


And not far off, great Shakeſpeare's ſhade 
His court is always keeping, 

Where Comedy is laughing made, 
And Tragedy is weeping. 

Here Romeo highs, and tanuet dies, 

ha And brave Othello's undone ; 

o pleaſe the folks here's Jack Quick's jokes, 
Or elſe * cries of — * 


| EE 2 1 | 
The Bedford next, my muſe has found, 
A ſight that's worth your taking, 
Where Hobſter cries, with pleaſing found, 
_«£ Freſh coffee, fir, i is making.“ 
Here buſkin'd beaus, in rich lac'd cloaths, 
Like lord's and *{quires bluſter ; 


Bards, quacks, and cits, knaves, tools, and wits, 


An odd ſurprizing cluſter. 


Now further let us ſteer our courſe, 

The Auction- room invites us; 

Where Skinner talks *till he grows hearty: 
And gapes as if he'd bite us, 

ce Lot, number one, tis finely: done, 
The head of Card'nal Fleury ; 

46 Guineas, a ſcore, I aſk no more, 
« Tis worth it 1'Il aſſure you.“ 


Round Hunter's door young ſurgeons ſtand, 
| Like crows, for carrion waiting; 
Within behold the butch'ring band, 

On blood and bones debating. 
The doctor thus you hear diſcuſs, 

A larger vein here ſeen is, 
Which, from the root hegins to ſhoot, 

„And runs ee through the penis,”? 


Here Venus? "RE more nice than wiſe, 
To Douglaſs's retire ; 

Who, often from Love's banquet rife, 
As ſparks aſcend from fire: 

Here Juſtice too, appears in view, 
With bandage o'er her peepers, 

And ſword held out, both long and ſtout, 
To guard the Brothel-keepers. 


Here's 


( | 
Here's bullies, gamb'lers, bawds, and whores, 
Who daily do eninare men; | 
Thiet-takers, vintners, pimps by ſcores, 
With Welch and Iriſh chairmen : 
And trav'lers, who the world go through, 
Have given atteſtation, | 
So ſtraage a place you cannot trace, 
In any other nation. 


ERIE. CALLE 2 FRul AGO Ws 
MODERATION AND ALTERATION, 


ERE's an old ſong made by an ancient pate, 
J Of a worthy old gentleman who had a good 
| eſtate ; | 
And kept a very plentiful houſe at a very pleatiful 
rate, ; 5 
Wich a good old porter to relieve the poor at his 
gate. | 
Moderation, moderation, O wonderful moderation ! 


With a good lady, whoſe anger a good word aſ- 
: ivages, Y 

Who never knew what belong'd to coachmen, foot- 

| men, or pages; | 
But every quarter paid her old ſervants their wages, 
And kept twenty or thirty- old men in blue coats 
and badges. . 
Moderation, &c. 
With an old library fill'd full of learned old books, 
And a rev'rend old chaplain, you might know him 
by his looks, An 


* 
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An old butchery-hatch worn off the old hooks,  - 
And a good old kitchen that maintains half a dozen 


good cooks. 
f | Moderation, ke. 


With an old hall hung round with guns, N and 
„ 
And old ſwords and bucklers, which had born many 
hard blows, 
An old frieze coat to cover his worſhip's trunk hoſe, 
And a cup of good old cherry to comfort his copper 


noſe. 
| Moderation „Kc. 


With a good old cuſtom when Chriſtmas i 15 come, 
To call in his neighbours with bagpipe and drum; 
And have good cheer enough in every old room, 
And liquor enough to make a cat ſpeak, and a wiſe 


man dumb. 
Moderation, &c. 


With an old huntſman, a falconer, and a pack of 
hounds, e 

With which he ne'er hunted but on his own 
grounds ; 

For he like a wiſe man kept himſelf wvichin bounds, 

And when he dy'd left each child a good old thou- 


ſand pounds. 
Moderation, &c. 


Then to his eldeſt ſon bl houſe ad la he 8 

Charging him in his will to be of the {ame bount i- 
ful mind; 

But in the end you ſhall hear how he was inclin'd, 


And left his good old father's precepts behind. 
Alteration, &c. 


0 % 
Like a young — who had juſt taken poſſeſſion 
of his land 
He took up a thouſand pounds upon his own bond ; 
Kept a con or two of creatures at his own com- 
man 
And drinking at taverns till he could neither fit or 


ſtand. 


Alteration, cc. 


With a new lady who was freſh and fair, 
And never knew what belonged to houſe keeping, or 


1M 

14 care; 

i Who kept a dozen or two of fans to play the wan- 
it ton air, 


And half a dozen dreſſes made of 3 manes and 


cow-tail hair. 
1 "TY 
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With a ny library ſtufft full of W and 
ays, 

And a — fort of a chaplain that ſwears 
faſter than he prays ; 

Alſo a new buttery-hatch that opens but once in 

five or ſix days, 

And a large kitchen ſtor'd wich nothing but kick- 

ſhaws and toys. 

| | Alteration, &c. 


With a new hall built juſt where the old one ſtood, 

In which was never ſeen fire, either of turf, coal or 
wood; 

It was hung round with pictures which did the poor 
little good, 


The ſubjetts whereof were all profane and lew'd. 
Wen &c. 


233 3 
With a new faſhion when Chriſtmas is come, 
In a poſt-chaiſe for London we muit be gone, 
And 5 5 nobody at home but our new porter, 
ohn, 
Who relieves the poor with a thump on the back 
| with a ſtone. 
Alteration, &c. 


With a new valet, his perſon to adorn, | 
In order to attend my Lord's levee in the morn ; 


In horſe-racing, gaming, maſquerades and plays, 


The young gallant conſumes health, wealth, and 
days, 0 
Alteration, &c. 


New titles are bought with his father's old gold, 
For which many of his father's good old manors 
were ſold, | 


Which 1s the reaſon moſt men do hold, 
That open houſe. keeping is now a-days grown ie 
very cold. 
Alteration, alteration, O! wonderful alteration, 
— .. —— 
S O N G. 


THE SAILOR'S RETURN. 


ROM ploughing the ocean and thraſhing . 


Monſieur, 
In Old England we're landed once more; 
Your hands, my brave ſhipmates, halloo boys, what 
cheer, Eg 
For a ſailor that's juſt come on ſhore l 
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( 296 .} 
Thofe heQoring blades thought to ſcare us, no 
doubt, | | 
And to cut us and ſlah us—marblieu | 
But hold there, avaſt! they were plaguely ont, 
We have ſlie d them and pepper'd them too. 


Then courage, my hearts, your own conſequencs 
| know, | | 
Yon invaders ſhall ſoon do you right; 
The Lyon may rouze when he hears the cock crow, 
But ſhould never be put in a fright, 


You've only to ſhun your nonſenſical jars, 
Your d-—d party and idle conteſt; 

And let all your ſtri fe be, like us honeſt tars, 
Who ſhall fight for his country the beſt. 


A ſea-faring ſpark, if the maids can affect, 
Bids the ſimpering gypſies look to't ; 

Sound bottoms they'll find us in every reſpect, 
And our pockets well laden to boot. | 


The landſmen, mayhap, in the way of diſcourſe, 
Have more art to perſuade, and the like; 

But *ware thoſe fair colours, for better for worſe, 
Is the bargain we're willing to ſtrike. 


| Now long live the king; may he proſperous reign, 


Of no power, no faction afraid; : 
May Britain's proud flag ſtill exult o'er the main, 
At all points of the compais diſplay'd. 


No quickſands endanger, no ſtorm overwhelm ; 
Steady, ſteady and ſafe may ſhe fail ; 

No ignorant pilot e'er fit at the helm, 
Or her anchor of liberty fail. 


ly 
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S O N G. a 
THE Foun NATIONS. 


N vain do poets firive to ſing 
The hero, patriot, and king, 
That bleis Great Britain's iſle; 
The taſks too great for any one, 
Except a Homer, or Milton; 
All, want both words and ſtyle. 


Engliſhman. 


Hark ! how the drum and trumpets ſound, 

While Engliſhmen are bravely crown'd 
With laurels every where ; 

See, meager, frighted; Frenchmen run, 

From thund'ring, roaring, Engliſh gun, 
Fo ſnun death and deſpair. 


See, crowds of volunteers, each day, 
Who ſing, to.Granby haſte away, 
Our honor to maintain; 
Convince Monſieurs that we are free, 
In church, in ſtate, in liberty; | 
Lords of the land and main. 


But who comes here that wears the leek ? 


Methanks a welchman, let hur ſpeak : 
Old Briton what d'ye ſay ? 


 Welchman, 
Why, hur name ĩt is Taffy, and look ye here now, 


Hur's left her own wife, hur own ſon , and hur cow; 


And 
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And hur wiſh hur may never go home to her houſe, 
Till hur makes the French dogs ſhit ſo ſmall as a 
mouſe. 
For a welchman can ne'er live at home at hur eaſe, 
While Frenchmen do rob hur of hur putter and 
\ checley 
F or Shenkin ap Morgan, and David ap Shones, 
Were never yet fearſul of preaking their pones. 
Yes, Taffy will fight, cotſplutter a-nails, 
For hur King, and hur Queen, and hur own Prince 
of Wales; 
And Sawney will help hur, whoſe heart will ne'er 
fail, 
To fight with a proad ſword fo long as a flail. 


Scote bman. 


| Breethers what are ye about ? 
Wha? the deel make aw this rout ? 
O'er the ſeas, and o'er the lands, 
Cheer up my lads, give me your hands: 
In me you ſall a brother find, 
De'el dam me an' I ſtay behind; 
My braid ſword ſall gie them law, 
O er the hills and far awa”. 


When we meet Frenchmen face to face 

They rin awa', we gie them chace ; 

Wha' purſue them like the lads 

That wear the bonnets, ſwords and plaids 7 

Fou' or empty, drunk or dry; 

O'er vallies low, or mountains high; 

In ſummer's heat, in froſt or naw, 

We always gar them rin awa'. | 
| | Then 
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Then gie's a cogue and let us ſing 
Our foldiers, ſailors and our king. 


Triſman. 


And Teague bears a chorus, who never did fail 

To fight for Old England—fing Grannywale! 
Mufha tol de rol, lol lol de rol, lorrol lol la. 
A hack tal de ral, Sc. DD | 
Agas ful de rel, Se. 5 
Befides farrel lol lol, Nc. 


King G eorge wears my harp, and the crown on his 
ſhield; - | | 
I'm the firſt in the battle, the laſt in the field; | 
And Frenchmen ſwear nothing can fright a brigade, 
Se much as the face of a true honeſt Teague. | 


Maſba tal de rol, Sc. 


I value no Sackville, no ſhitſack, or louſe, 
Who ſtrove to break open my mothers old houſe ; 
For Minden has prov'd him a rogue to his face; 
Mahaak mal a malak is now in diſgrace, 


Muſba tal de rol, Ce. | 


Then give's a drink, and let's join all four 

To lick the French King for a ſon of a whore 
We'll make him cry out Marbleau, to his ſhame, 
Or #h:l-lil-alow, and that's all the ſame. 


Muſba tal de ol, c. 


n 


$0NG. 


( 240 ) 
s ON G. 


THE HAUNCH OF VENISON. 


A favorite Rondeau. 


ow we mighty men of London, 
Crowd around the feſtive board ; | 


All our coats and waiſtcoats undone, 

To receive the ſumptuous hoard. 
Now the napkin to the chin 1s 

Tuck'd with more than wonted ou : 
Nor can Bankers count their guineas, 


F aſter than our mouths fill we. 
Chorus— Now abe mighty men, „ fo 


When three 3 are fairly ſwallow od 
By each, more than greedy paunch ; 

Still the veniſon's name is hallow'd, 
Still we doat upon the haunch. 

Now the dainty ſlice of fat, is 
Put upon the load of lean ; 

While the waiters wonder what *tis 


That ſuch mighty eaters mean. | | 
| ' Now aue, Tec, 


' Now the pies oa cuſtards tempt us, 
Now the codling tarts, and cream; 3 
Nor ſhall night Ir. If exempt us, 
For of eig ſtill we dream. 
Haply, he that lives the week out, 
May his eat ing plan renew; 
And another year may ſeek out 
Proofs that what we write is true. 


of 


Now we, Oc. 


SONG. 


2 


Cs 
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THE COMICAL PARSON. 


IVE ear and a.comical ftory IL'II tell, 
Tis of an old doctor you know very well; 


Who, tho' grave as a ſaint, got as drunk as all hell: ; 
Tol de rol, &c. 


It was on a Sunday, as. all have agreed, 
For the doctor he held it a part of his creed, 
That the better the day, the better the deed. 
| Tul de rol, Sc. 


He ſat, and he drank, and he toaſted old Cripſey, 
But he never ſuſpected he. e' er ſhould grow tipſey, 
He bung'd cum Jeitfo 'till he was not /eip/e. 

Tol de rel, Se. 


And when he had gotten as drunk as ten bears, 


He put on his ſurplice, and ſtagger'd down ſtairs; 
Tho not able to ſpeak, yet reſolv'd to read pray rs. 
el de rol, Sc. 


To the deſſe then he came, and bow'd law on each 
| kde, 
I will riſe and will go to my father, he cry'd; 
Bur ſtumbled and pan that he damnably lied. 
Tol 4. rol, c. 


To the Pſalms then he got, but would not know how, 
He ſpew'd on King David, and likely I trow, 
fork he was as drank as was David's old ſow. 

Tol de rol, fc. 


M a To 
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To the Collects he got then, with much heſitation, 
While the audience all were in great expectation, 


nſtead of a prayer came an ejaculation. 
5 Tol de rol, c. 


And now with reſpect to the gown and the band, 

How bravely muſt flouriſſi the church of this land, 
Supported by pillars not able to ftand! 
> Tol de rol, Cr. 


— ART AS Ins — 
: S O N G. 
CAPTAIN AND MISS, 


S a certain young Captain, in ſcarlet array, 
Was ſaunt'ring along the cool meadow one 
” gay; - 
He met a young damſel all cloathed in green, 
Like Venus in beauty, like Pallas in mien. 
| Der 7 down, Oe. 


Our hero, whom ſtory ſays, took more delight 
To thruſt with a lady, than thruſt in a fight, 
Was ftruck with her figure, as he had ſtruck her, 
So ' twas ſervant ſweet maiden, and ſervant ſweet fir. 


Derry down, Oc. 


When paſſions grow mutual, love's ſure of ſucceſs ; 
The youth whiiper'd ſomething, but what you may 
gueſs; EE | 
And the nymp, for they'll ſometimes be prudiſh you 

| know, | | 
Aprecl not, deny'd not, but anſwer'd- high—ho! 


Derry deaun, c. 


c. 
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A grove was adjoining, this couple went there, 
But what follow'd after I need not declare ; 
The fair was ſo pleas'd that her tongue was quite 
mute, 
And the Eg „they ſay, made a pretty ſalute. 


Derry down, Nc. 


The ſport being o'er, ſhe cried, kiſs again,—come 

Pl follow my dear by | the ſound of the drum : 

I'll range the world o'er for ſuch pleaſure as this; 

So here's a good health to the Captain and Mils. 
Derry down, Cc. 


$'O NW Q: 
THE 2 | 
Once was a poet at Londow, 
I kept my heart ſtill full of glee; 


There's no man can ſay that I'm undone, 
For begging's no new trade to me. | 
| | Tol de rol, Ge, 


I once was an attorney at law, 
And after a knight of the poſt ; 
Give me a briſk wench in clean iran; 
And I value not who rules the roaſt. 
Tol de rol, fc 


Make room for a ſoldier in buff, 
Who valiantly ftrutted about ; 


Till he fancy'd the peace breaking off, 


And — he moſt wiſely—ſold out. 
M 2 Til de rol, Ec. 
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Here eomes a courtier polite, ſir, 
Who flatter'd my lord to his face; 
Now railing is all my delight, fir, 
Becauſe he miſs'd getting a place. 
a | Tol de rol, £5, 


J fill am a merry gut-ſcraper, 
My heart never yet felt a qualm; 
Tho? poor, I can frolick and vapour, 


And ſing any tune but a pſalm. 
| Tol de ral, Tc. 


T was a fanatical -preacher, 
I turn'd up my eyes when I pray'd ; 
But my hearers had half ſtarv'd their teacher, 


For they believ'd nat a word that I ſaid. 
| Tel de rel, Tc. 


| Whoe'er would be merry and free, 
Let him liſt, and from us he may learn ; 
In palaces who ſhall you ſee 5 


Half ſo happy as we in a barn. 
| Tol de rol, c. 


— — — — 
| THE FAIRING. _ 
A S Roger the ploughman a luſty young brain, 
Was wiſtling and trudging it over the plain; 
He met black ey' d Suſan, whoſe dull maidenhead, 
Long had tir'd her more than the pail on her head. 


Deareſt 


( 245 ) 
-areſt Suſan, ſaid he, well met, in good time, 7 
I've a favor to aſk, if it is not a crime; 
Will you go, pretty maiden, with me to the fair, 
And I lk give you a fairing to ſtick in your h 


The damſeſ reply'd, as ſhe fruggled to go, 
I ne'er grant men favors, Pd have you to Rnͥ6 
To teize me and follow me, no longer dare, 


I want none of your fairings to ſtick in my hair. 


But Roger with kiffes ſo well play'd his part, 

He ſoon found the method to ſoften her heart; 

Grown kinder, ſhe bluſh'd. and. ery d, laſt night 1 
{wear, 


I dreamt of a fairing to ſtick in my hair. 


The lovers walk'd on ?till they came to a 119994 
Where no one could ſee but the arch god of love; 
He laid her down gently, the was not aware 

Of the fairing he gave her that ſtuck in her hair. 


Ye laſſes of Britain who figh and looks. wan. 
And pine all your life-time in ſecret for man. 


While frolic and free and good natur'd you are, 
You'll ne'er want for fairings to ſtick in your hair. 


; 125 
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FATHER CARR. 


8 Wit, Joke, and Humour, together were fat, 
With liquor a plentiful ſtock, 
M 3 
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Still varying the ſcene, with ſong and with chat, 
The watchman bawl'd, «Paſt twelve o' clock. 


At that hour, I've read, oft irt do come, 
And poor timid mortals affright; ; 

Juſt then, in that inſtant, one enter' d the room, 
An ancient, pale fac'd meagre ſprite. 


The phantom appear'd, and the candles burnt blue, 
it and Humour began then to ſtare : 
Cries out Joke, — Look'e, friends, this is nothing 
new, 


Behold l ſee *tis only old Care. 


I knew he would tell us, 'twas time {ent him here, 
And tell us 'twas time to be gone; 

But we'll tell him this, let him think what he dare, 
We'll finiſh him e're it be one. 


They quickly agreed, and about it they went, 

Reſolving of Care to get free; 

Wit mov'd it—and ftrait they all join'd in conſent, 
To lay the ghoſt in the red lea. 


Whole bumpers of claret they PO drank of, 

And favourite toaſts they went round; 

When Humour, well pleas'd, thus ſet up a laugh, 
Quoth he how Care looks now he's drown'd. 


When loud ſhouting began, huzza! they all cry'd, 
We're rid of this troubleſome gueſt ; 

Fill your bumper around, let this be your pride, 

To fing, laugh, and drink to the beſt, 


Now 
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Now their blood running high at a conqueſt ſo great, 
To finging and drinking they fix; 
With the ſun they aroſe, with ſpirits elate, 
And decently parted at fix. 


4 2 — — - 
O N s. 


THE IRISH WEDDING, 


And married young Phelim to his dear 
Shevan ; ; 
There was Padrig and Dermot, and ten ſcore beſide, 
With long flails and pitchforks to wait on che 
bride: Mat 
Chorus Tou re avelcome heartily, welcome Gra nacree, 
Moelcome all of you, aye by my troth. 


F2 E arlef of the pariſh rode his gAarene bawn, 


There was Ellen and Roſeen , and dear Shelah Wee, 
O hone | pon my ſoul ſhe's the caſplea ma cree, | 
There was patties and rattiesin long legged pan, 
Sat . on Bohroans as faſt as they can. 


And eu rt auelcome, © 


* 


There was 5 tuff maddhy briſhea like gads I may ſay, 
And dipt ruſhes'platted burat brighter than day, 
Rare victuals in platters were ſet in a row, 

And neat t wooden trenchers far whiter than ſnow. 


And Jon re welcome, Se. 


There was young cail an nettles mix'd with praſ- 


ſaugh-wee, 
Made the rareſt call cannon that e'er you did ſee ; ; 
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There was maſkans of butter laid on not ſtruans, 
And good Ifkea-baha ſerv'd up in quahaans. 


And Jarre de lcome, Oe. 


Take away "the diſhes and platters Shane en. 

Drink a health to the bride Shudurth a voorneen, 
Then the pipers ſtruck up, we danc'd all in a ring, 
Each maiden a queen, and each man was a king. 


And you" re welcome, Sc, 


When we fell a dancing each man gave a pogue, 
To his ſweer- heart that {mack'd like the dab of a 


Progue 
We danc'd ill we ſweated, our buts they did ſmoak, 
So ſtrong, the poor piper had lik'd to be choak'd. 
And you're welcome, c. 


When the bride and the bridegroom they | pn off 
their hoſe, 


No perſon could ſtand for the ſmelt of their toes, 


When the bride and bridegroom were put into bed, 
She N off her fnift to put under her head. 


a you're awelcome, Se. 


We kiſs'd and we parted, eek man SY his 115 
The poor tir'd bridegroom look d wonderful 3 
So we all returned home contented and gay, 

To our ploughs and our milk-pails till next holiday. 


You are auelcome all of you, welcome heartily, 


Welcome Gramacree, aye 12 my froth, 


SONG, 


l 
. 
PRHELIM'S RESOLUTION. © 


OAYS Phelim in Ireland no longer I'll tay, 
I've got fo much money my debts. I can't pay, 
I will go to England and paſs for a Lord; 
A bag-wig by my ſide, on my head a long ſword. 
Sing Ballinamone ora, an Engliſh lady for me. 


As I travel along how the people will ftare, 

At my coach and fix horſes drawn by an old mare, 
I wont ſleep on the road, nor make no delays, 

But leſt I be weary, I'll go in ten days. 


Sing Ballinamone ora, Ce. 


And when I arrive ſafe at London by ſea, 

I'll lodge at St. James's, or elſe at bear key ; 

I'll fence at aſſemblies, play cards at a ball, 
And court ſome rich heireſs worth nothing at all. 


Sing Ballinamone ora, &c, 


Each day I will walk all around croſs the Park, 
Each moon-ſhiny night, about noon when *tis dark, 
With my coat laced ovex, the beaus to alarm, 

And my hat in my hand to keep my wig warm. 


Sing Ballinamone ora, &c. 


Each night at the play ina box I will ſhine, 
And tell ſome rich widow ſhe is more divine 
'Fhan Plato, or Vulcan, or the goddeſs of May, 
And with my fine ſpeeches her heart 111 betray. 


Sing Baliinamone, ora, c. 


M 5 1 
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I'll drink her good health when I dine ev'ry morn, 
And give her a fine ſilver cup made of horn; 

PI make verſes on her in proſe and in rhyme, 

And ſend her two letters by the poſt at one time. 


Sing Ballinamone ora, Tc, 


Each En at her toilet when the riſes from bed, 
When ſhe combs her hands and waſhes her head, 
With my eyes very modeft, Fl ftare in her face, 
And tell her for love that my guts burn and blaze. 


Sing Ballinamone ora, &c. 


I'll perſuade her to wed in a day or two more, 
Next morning betimes, at noon about four, 

To church I will carry my beantiful bride, 

On a — before me, cloſe by my left ſide. 


oh Ballinamone ora, &c. 


X þ 


And when we are married the drums they ſhall ring, 
The bells they ſhall beat, and the fidler ſhall ling, 
To Dublin P11 carry my charmer ſtraitway, 
In the winter when they are a making of hay. 


Sing Ballinamone oa, Sc. 


* 


My Aunt Mac Mahon I'll invite to the feaſt, 
Where potatoes and mutton for ſauce ſhall be dreſt, 
Arrack punch made of whiſky, in bumpers ſhall flow, 
And all =Y relations ſhall come to the ſhow. 


ing Ballinamone ora, & e. 


SON 6. 


(6261 
8 9 N 
THE BLACEK SMITH. 


F all the trades that e'er I fee, . 5 
rf 5 none to a Blackſmith compared may 
915 1 <o 


With ſo many ſeveral tools works he, 
Which * can deny. 


=. 


The firſt that ever a thunderbolt made, 
Was a Cyclops of the Blackſmith's trade, 
As in a learned author is 1aid, | 


? 
4 


Which nobory, c. 


The faireſt 8 that's in the ſkies, 
To marry with Vulcan did adviſe; 


And he was a een grave and wiſe, 
Which nobody, Se. 


The common proverb, as it 1s read, i 
Without the Blackſmith cannot be faid— 
That a man muſt hit the right nail on the head; 
— * Which — e. 


— 


Ae one muſt not be forgot, 1 
Which falls unto the Blackfmith's lot, V 01724 08 Seer 4 


T hat TINS muſt firike while the irn hot, 
' e b EO Which nobody, 2 


* 


Though 0 to > rw both near and far, 

And by long pleading a cauſe may mar, 

Yet your Blackjmith altes more xe pairs at the bar, / A 
. Which nobody, * Fe. 
'S n M 6 Tho- 


„ 
Tho? your ſcrivener ſeeks to cruſh and to kill, 
By his counterfeit deeds, and thereby doth ill, 


Yet your Black/mith may forge what he will, 
1 Which nobody, Sc. 


Tho' your bankrupt citizens lurk in their holes, 

And laugh at their creditors and their catchpoles, 

Yet your Black/mith can fetch them over the coals, 
| | Which nobody, Sc. 


There's never a flut, if filth o'er ſmutch her, 
But owes to the Black/mith for her letcher, : 
*Cauſe without a pair of tongs no man e'er would 


touch her „ | 
Which nobody, Oc. 


If any poor taylor have got the itch, 
The Black /mith's awater as black as pitch, 
Will make his hand go clean thro? the ſtitch, 
| | Which nobody, &c, 


Your roaring blade, who ev'ry one quells ; 
Fights, dominers, ſwaggers, and bluſters and rails, 
Could never yet make the Smith eat his nails, 

| Which nobody, Ge. 


Now to know the Black/mirh if you deſire, 
You muſt not ſcorn, but rank him higher, 
For what he gets, is got out of the fire, 
| | Which nobody, &c, 


To-end my ſong, whoe'er is in doubt, 
And cannot well bring this matter about, 
The Black/mith can readily hammer it out. 
n 1 Which nobody, &c. 


— 
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Full twenty years I've beat my roun 
Crying, Vauxhall watch. 


2 

S O N G. 
DARBY THE BEAU. 
Sung by Mr. Edwin. + 


INCE Kathleen has prov'd ſo untrue, 
Poor Darby! ah, what can you do? 
No longer I'll ſtay here a clown, 
But fell off, and gallop to town : 
I'll dreſs, and I'll ftrut with an air, 
The barber ſhall frizzle my hair. 


In town I ſhall cut a great daſh, 

But how for to compaſs the caſn; 

At. gaming, perhaps, I may win; 
With cards I can take the flats in, 

Or trundle falſe dice and they're nick'd; 
If found out, I ſhall only be kick'd. 


But firſt to get a great name, 
A duel eſtabliſh my fame; 
To my man then a challenge I'll write; 
But firſt, Pl] be ſure he won't fight. 
We'll ſwear not to part till we fall, 
Then ſhoot without powder, and the devil a ball. 


ld. 92 
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V riame's Ted Blarney, I'll be bound, 
And man and boy upon this — 
3 
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And as that time's a little ſhort 
With ſome ſmall folks that here reſort ; 
To be ture I have not had ſome ſport, 
Crying, Vauxhall watch. 


Oh! of pretty wenches dreſs'd ſo tight, 
And maccaronies, what a fizht 
Ot a moon-light mora I've bid good night, "I 
Crying, Vauxhall watch. 
— — — 
$0 Ne. 
THE PRIEST'S ADVICE. 


Sung by Mr. Wilſon. 


OU know I'm your Prieſt, and your conſci- 
ence is mine; 


But if you grow wicked, that's not a good ſign, 


So leave off your raking, and marry a wife, 


And then, my dear Darby, you're! ſettled for life, 


Sing Ballinamone ora, 


A good merry wedding for me, 


The banns being publiſn'd, to chapel we go, 

The bride and the bridegroom in coats white as 
ſnow ; - 

So modeſt her air, Re ſo Meg piſd your look, 

1 out with your ring, and 1 pull out my book. 


Sing Ballinambue oru, N 19 
A goed merry wedding for me. 


( 255 ) 
I thum out the ptace, and I then read away, 
She bluſhes at love, and the whiſpers, obey, 
You take her dear hand to have and to hold, 
I ſhut up my book, and I pocket your gold. 
Sing Ballinamonè ora, 


That Jnug little guinea for ee 


S O N G. 


TIER OLD WIG. | * 1 
Tonſer renown*d for his puff and his parts, | 
Who has gain'd far and near all the pretty 1 
maids hearts; 
By Cupid was punith'd for running his is, os 
And his heart {et on flame for Mils Chloe's old wig, 


And his heart ſet on flame tor Miſs Chloe's old wig. 


His paſhon at ar made him pipe all the day, 

Till paper'd his mind he to her did convey, 

In words ſmooth as oil, tho“ with meaning quite big, 

Humbly begging the honor to flux her old wig. 
Humbly vegging, c. 


He next powder'd his block, and approach'd the 
fair maid, 1 88 

And keen as a razor was all that he ſaid; 

Yet ſcornful, alas! ſhe deſpiſs'd all his rig, 

And told Rn he never mould flux her ol Id wig. 


And told him, &c. ; 


But not quite diſmay'd with the nympl's firſt = | 
5 1 | 
With his pole, and his waſh; balls, = he propoſed 2 
trial; No) 
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So down on the bed he implor'd her to liz, 


For by Jove he declar'd he would flux her oid wig. 


| For by Jove, &c. 
Begone, OG the laſs, with your waſh-balls and 


pole, 
I hate and deſpiſe them, I do on my foul ; 
No longer purtue like an obſtinate prig, 


For you never ſhall buckle or flux my old wig. 
For you never, &c. 


Yet ſtill he went on, and inſiſted to ſee, 
If a new-faſhion'd way he could dreſs her tonpee ; 
He begg'd ſhe'd not think him a fribbling prig, 


For — well new he could flux an old wig. 
For many, &c. 


The nymph now grew tir'd her virtue grew ſlack, 
And the barber he tumbled her down on her $7 ; 
From love's luſcious baſon he took a fine ſwig, 
And On he flux'd and he oil'd her old w 
. &c. 


The kh *neſs once over, the laſs lik'd the ſport, 
But the ſhaver took leave ftrait another to court, 
His end he has gain'd, ſo he cares not a hg, _ 


The devil for him now may flux her old wig. 


ns 9. 
S O NG. 


THE WIBOW SANDERSON. 


AVE you been to Abington > ah fir, oh! 
H Have you been to Abington, oh ! 
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I have been to Abington, 

To ſee madam' Sanderſon, | 
Oh! ſhe's a dainty widow, widow, 
Oh! ſhe* s a dainty widow. 


But has the fine daughters three, ah fir, oh! 
But has ſhe fine daughters three, oh | 
Oh! ſhe has ſine daughters three, 
Peg, Meg, and Margery F 
Oh! ſhe's a dainty widow, Widow, 
Oh ! ſhe's a dainty widow. 


Did ſhe pull of your boots, ah ar, oh! 
Did ſhe pull of your boots fir, oh! 
Yes, ſhe pull'd of my boots 
With many ſweet looks, 
And oh! ſhe's a dainty widow, widow, 
And oh ! ſhe's a dainty widow. 


And did ſhe put thee to bed, ah fir, oh! 
And did ſhe put thee to bed, oh! 
She put me to bed 
With a fine coverlid, 
Oh! ſhe's a dainty widow, widow, 
Oh ! ſhe's a dainty widow. 


And did ſhe ſtep into bed, ah fir, oh! 
And did ſhe ſtep into bed, oh! 
That's not for you to know, 
Whether ſhe did or no, 
But ſhe's a dainty widow, widow, 
But ſhe's a r widow. 


SONG, 
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'8. 0 MN. 6. 
THE CHIMNEY SWI EER. 
A CANTATA, 
RECITATIVE- Olay, 
OW each fond parent Mill purſues, 
Ambition in his childrens views, 
Wou'd have his heir be ſomething more, 


Than what his father was before; 
The bailiff makes his ſon a proctor, 


The apothecary his a doctor, 


And huſband ever join'd with wife, 
That Tom ſnould puſh himſelf in life. b 


AIX. 
* 3 


A chimney-ſweeper, and his fair, 

The ſooty partner of his care; 

For fair's a term we cannot find. 
For black, or brown, and all the kind. 

Indulging in their homely cheer, 

Of bread and cheeſe and good ſtrong beer. 

For then good nature might afford, | 

A foaming pot to grace the board. 


RECITATIVE. Slow. Wits 


Sure Tommy's vaſtly grown, my dear, 


Come hither child, I tay come here; 


Hold up thy head, ah !-—he's not made 
For ſuch a vaſt laborious trade 


259 ) 
He has not ſtrength to ſtruggle thro”, 


Nor twiſt his body like a ſcrew; 


He has a genius far above, 
What you and I have been, my love; 


Some gentler trade were not amiſs, 


Go, child, go give papa a kiſs, 
Then looking kind at one another, 
Grim firſt kils'd child, and after mother. 


AIX. 


Why dame, quoth he, why all this fuſs ? 
This boy our Tom is all to us! 

And han't I toil'd from year to year, 
But for his ſake, and thine, my dear ? 
And ſhall not Tom then make a figure, 
As big as father does ?-—aye bigger! 
For zounds it never fthall be ſaid, 
That Grimſon's boy was baſely bred. 


While barber ſcrape puts out his fool, 
To learn his book at grammar ſchool. 


ut 


Come hither lad, look up, be bold; 

Aye, there it is my heart of gold; 

Thou ſhalt compleat thy father's joy, 

And be a bricklayer, my boy, 

Shall build the chimneys, and not creep, 
Throu gh thoſe thy father us*'d to ſweep. _ 


SONG. 


— | 
© 4 
a4 
* 
3 
al 
[OED 
7 5 
F " 
9 
i 
PS 
* 
5 : 
[1 
= 
ty : 
CS 
A 
» 
E 
i» 
bf | 
2 IB 
1 
* 
; 
+ 
[1 
<P 
3 / 
' 
y : 
+4 
. 
4 
id 
I'S 
XF . 
4 
« 
4» 
* 
£ 
4 : 
F 
1 
ak l 
* i 
* 
4 1 
1 
* 
3 
3 
0 
L 
* | 
24 
33 N 
3 
* 5 1 
Pa F 
\ 44 
= 
43. 
4 * i! 
"Ka 
. 14 
1 [1 
, 
i 
= 
2 
27 
8 : 
5 : 
. 
-% 
E 
5 
1 


— —— << — 
— 


— —— 


— — —— —— — — — ON 


— — — . 7 . , — . ,⏑, ri 


— — —— — — 
— — 


260 } 
S O N 6. 

THE cured SWEEP ERs 
Sung by Mr. Atkins. 


N various ſhapes-Pve oft been known 
1 To pleaſe the ear and eyes, 
Nor I the only one in town, 
That wears this black diſguiſe. 
Sweep, ſweep, ſweep, ſweep. 


In ſpite of mocks, and flouts, or fleers, 
A truth I muſt impart, ; 
No chimney halt io foul appears, 
As doth the human heart. 
Sweep, ſweep, ſweep ſoot ho ! 


The learned lawyers could I win, 
To give their briefs to me, 
From foul demur, and many a ſin, 


My bruſh ſhould ſet them free. . 
; Sweep, Oe. 


Obſerve the doctors as they roll, 
And ſerape from all degrees; 
Much ſweeping wants each _ foul, 
All clogg'd with filthy fees. 
Saveep, Wc. 


80 proud and ik yon prieſt behoid, 
That vicious rev'rend beau; 
There's no ſuch thing as cleanfing him, 
The devil and I do know. 
| urg, Sc. 
The 
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The ſtateſman with that brow levere, 
Had been as well forgot, 
His conſcience is as ermine clear, 


And therefore needs me not. ny 
Sqaveep 5 E 


N 
Sung by Mr. Fanmwcet, at the I beatre at Richmond, 
"os AND JOAN. 


OHN Appleby was the man's name, 
And he liv'd near the ſign of the kettle, 
His wife was called Joan Quiet, 
Becauſe ſhe could ſeold but a little: 
John to the alehouſe would go, 
Joan to the tavern would-run ; 
John would get drunk with the women, 


And uw would get drunk with the men. 
Tol de rol, 


John wou'd ſpend his own two-pence, 

And Joan wou'd ſpend her groat, 
Joan wou*d pawn her beſt jacket, 

And John wou'd pawn his beſt coat; 
John ſet the porridge pot by, 

Joan ſent the braſs kettle to ſell, 
The money came readily in, 

"_ they merrily {peat it in ale, bs 
H Tol de rol. 


Thou 


„ 7 
Thou art a baſe huſſey, ſays John, 
For ſelling my copper and braſs ; 
And thou art a cuckold, ſays Joan, 
For thy ears are as long as an aſs. 
P''I bang thy back huſſy, ſays John, 
If you give me another croſs word; 


And for thy fury and vapours, 
] tell thee I care not a t—d. 


Toa de rel, 


ohn he was no great eater, 
And joan ſhe was no glutton, 
And for to tickle their mays, 
They bought them a ſhoulder of mutton ; 


John in an angry mood, 
Took the mutton in his hand, 
And out of che window he threw it, 
But Joan ſhe was at a ſtand. 


— 


Tol de rol. 


Joan ſhe was at a ſtand, : 
But of it ſhe made no matter, 
Immediately took in her hand, 
And after it threw the platter, 
An old woman coming by, | 
And ſeeing the mutton lay, 
Catch'd up the platter and mutton, 


And with them ſhe run away. 
| Tol de re. 


The neighbours came running in, 
And thinking to end the quarrel, 


But before they had half done, : 
They left ne'er a drop in the barrel, 


They 


CF 
They bang'd the barrel about, 
Pull'd out the ſpiggot too, 
We'll all get drunk to night, 
For what have we elfe to do. 


Tel de rol. 
l — • Z:ä üfñ̃——— —_ — 
"i Oo N G. 


NUNC EST BIBENDUM, 


Tune—Mogey Lauder. 


OW we're free from College Rules, 
From Common-place book reaſon, 
From trifling ſyllogiſtic {chools, 
And ſyſtems out of ſeaſon : 
Never more we'll have defin'd, 
If matter thinks, or thinks not, 
All the matter we ſhall mind, 
Is—he who drinks—or drinks not. 


Tho' we by metaphyſics trace, 
The mind, or ſoul abſtracted ; - 
And prove infinity of ſpace, 
By cauſe on cauſe effected: 
Yet better fouls we can't become 
By immaterial thinking; 
And as to ſpace, we want no room, 
But room enough to drink in. 


XJ Es 
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Plenum uacuum —minu—plus, 
Are learned words and rare too. 
Thoſe terms our tutors may diſcuſs, | 
And thoſe who pleaſe may hear too. 
A plenum in our wine we ſhew, 
With pluſs, and pluſs behind, fir, 
And when our caſh is minus, low, 
A vacuum ſoon we find, fir, 


1 
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Copernicus, that learned ſage, 
Dane Tycho's error proving, 

Declares in—I can't tell what page 
The earth round Sol is moving. 

But which goes round, what's that to us? 
Each 1s, perhaps, a motion ; ä 

With earth, and ſun, we make no fuſs, 
But mind the botile's motion. 


Great Calileo ill was us'd, 

By ſuperſtition's fury; 
Anti padeans were abus'd 

By ignoramus jury; 

But, feet to feet, we dare atteſt, 
Nor fear a treatment ſcurvy ; 
For when we're drunk, probatum ef, 

We're tumbling topiy turvy. 


Newton talk'd of lights and ſhades, 

And different colours knew, ſir; 

Don't let us diſturb our heads,— ” | 

We will but ſtudy two, fir ; | 

White and red our glaſſes boaſt, | 
Reflection and refraction; 

After him we name our toaſt, | 
« The centre of attraction. 


On that Theſis we'll declaim, | 
With fratum, ſuper ffratum; | 


There's mighty magic in the name, 
Tis Nature's Poſtulatum. 15 


Wine, in nature next to love; 
Then wiſely let us blend em; 
Firſt though, phyſically prove, | 
Nunc, nunc eff bibendum. | E 


SONG, 


— 
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S O N G. rh 
THE SCOLD, 


OME women take delight in dreſs, 
| And ſome in cards take pleaſure, 

Whilſt others place their happineſs 

In heaping hoards of treaſure : 

In private ſome delight to kiſs, 
- Their hidden charms unfolding, 

But all miſtake their ſov'reign bliſs, 
There's no ſuch joy as ſcolding. 


The inſtant that I ope my eyes, 
Adieu all day to ſilence, 
Before my neighbours they can riſe, 
They hear my tongue a mile hence; 
When at the board 1 take my ſeat, 
Tis one continued riot, | 
I eat and ſcold, and ſcold and eat, 
My clack 1s never quiet. 


Too fat, too lean, too hot, too cold, 
Jever am complaining ; 

Too raw, too roaſt, too young, too old, 
Each gueſt at table paining; 

Let it be fowl, or fleſh, or fiſh, 
Though of my own providing, 

I ſtill find fault with ev'ry diſh, 
Still ev'ry ſervant chiding. 


But when to bed I go at night, 
I ſurely fall a weeping, 
N 


For 


A — — — 
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For then I loſe my great delight, 
How can I ſcold when fleeping ? 
Bur this my pain doth mitigate, 
And ſoon diſperſes ſorrow, 
Altho' to night it be too late, 
J*ll pay it off ta- morrow. 


S ON G6. 


DEATH OR LIBERTY. 


HILST happy in my native land, 
I boaſt my country's charter; 
I'll never baſely lend my hand, 
| Her liberties to barter : 
| The noble mind is not at all, 
By poverty degraded; 
Tis guilt alone can make us fall, 
And well I am perſuaded, 
Each freeborn Briton's ſong ſhall be, 
Or, give me death, or liberty ! . 
Or, give me death, &c. 


Tho' ſmall the pow-er which fortune grants, 
And few the gifts ſhe ſends us ; 
The lordly hireling often wants, 
That freedom which defends us: 
By law ſecur d from lawleſs ſtrife, 
Our houſe is our caſtellum; | J 
Thus bleſs'd with all that's dear in life, | 
For lucre ſhall we ſell them? 
No, ev'ry Briton's ſon;; ſhould be, 
Give me death, or liberty: a 
Give me death, &c. 


( 

S O N G, 

Sung Fu Camus. 
PLEASURES or THE NIGHT» 


V dimpled brook and fountain brim, 
The wood nymph deck'd with daſies trim, 


The merry, merry, wakes and paſtimes keep; 


What has night to do with fleep ? 


Night has better ſweets to prove, 


Venus awakes and wakens love; 


Come, let us our rites begin, 


Tis only day-light that makes fin. 


2 * 


1 
FOOLS ALL. 


Tune—T aztararara maſts all. 


Sk folly keeps up its force far and near; 


A few fooliſh lines on the ſubject pray hear; 
A ſubje& extenſive, for, ſearch the globe round, 
You'll find not a {pot but where fbols do abound. 


Sing tantarararn fools all 7 fools all 
Sing taniarararn Jools all, 


Dame Eve was firſt foo}'d by old Nick, Wy chin 
madam 

A fool made, you know, of our  forefather, Adam; . 
Hence, both being fools, no diſpute it can need, 
To prove that fom fools =_y fools could proceed. 15 
Sig tantarurara, &. 

N 2 He 


| 
| 
' 
| 
| 
| 
| 
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He who was call'd wiſe, whom queen Bathſheba bore | 


When he had men, women, and things, ſtudy'd o'er, 


By concubines fool'd more than can well be utter'd, 
% All's nought but meer vanity, then the fool 


ſputter'd. Sing tantararara, &C, 


And Socrates, = was declar*d by Apollo, 
In wiſdom to beat all his countrymen hallow; 
When told it, the hen-peck'd old {age did reply. 
I know I'm a fool, there my wiſdom does lie. 
Sing tautararara, &c. 


The traders, that fools of their cuſtomers make, 


Who through their fair words bad commodities take, 
When in the Gazette with a whereas diſplay'd, 
In turn, find that fools of themſelves they have made. 

Sing tantararara, &c. 


. methodiſt, with his lank hair, and pinch'd 


Jaws, 
Makes fools of the mob which about him he draws, 
Who cry, for our ſakes how he wears out himſelf, 
Tilläzoo late they find how they're drain'd of their 
f Sing tantararara, &c. 


The coquettiſh oY with her fine aifs and graces, 
Makes fools of her danglers to all the gay places; 
But, when wrinkles come, on a ſhelf the fool's laid, 


Rejected by more fools than thoſe whom ſhe made. 


Sing tantararara, &c. 
This precept” 8 allented to KEN ev'ry VOICE, 
Whoe'er is diſpos'd to make wiſdom his choice, 
Muſt firſt ſee his folly, —from which you'll agree 
In all of us folly inherent muſt be. 

Sing tantararara, &c, 


* pan w 
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And now, to ſhew how. complaiſant I can be, 
T thank you for liſt'ning thus kindly to me, 
'Tho* ſome would fools deem. you for liſt'ning ſo 
long, 


To bear a fool ſing ſuch a dull fooliſh ſong. 


Sing tantararara fool: all, fools all, 
Sing tantararara fools all. 


— — SET EUR ems — 
. 
CHURCH-WARDENS FEAST. 


Tune Chevy Chace. 


YOME let us all, with one accord, 
| Eat, drink, ſmoke, laugh, and fing ; 
Yea, let us make our hearts right glad, 

For tis a pleaſant thing. 3 
Chorus. For tis a pleaſant thing. 


. 


In time of old, when punch was not, 
Tobacco, nor ſtrong- beer, 
How could men paſs their time away? 
How could they find good cheer ? 0 
| I” Cho. How could, &c, 


Yea, how could they in heart be glad, 
And eke with tongue rejoice ? - 
Yea, how could they well tune their minds 


To make a joyful noiſe ? 
| Cho. To make, Cc. 
= 41 For 
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For till tobacco, punch, and beer, 
As well as wine, they had, 
Full ſurely they, whene'er they met, 


Did fit all ſober ſad. | 
| Cho. Did fit, IS 


But now that we thoſe things poſleſs, 
Be light and glad each heart, 
And henceforth deem him an outcaft . 


Who firſt inclines to ſtart. | 
i ; Cho. Who firſt, Se. 


Vea, whoſoe' er he be that is 
In haſte to go away, | 
E'en as a gentile him we'll treat, 


For ever and for aye. | 5 
Cho. For eVUer, Se : 


Therefore take heed, all ye who've heard 
The words which are juſt paſt : ; 
And now it reſteth for to fay, 
; 'Thus endeth ftave the laſt. 
Cho. Thus endeth fave the laſt. 


CON — . — — —— 
. 
GUESS THE REST, 
Tune — Country Laſſes. 


ET others with indecent ſongs, 

To pleaſe ſome folks make trial, 

This company, I'm pretty ſure, 
To ſuch would give denial 


Therefore, 


6 NE 2 
| -Thereſirs, to ſhun what ſome may thin 
Not fit to be exprels'd, 


I'll ftop, e'er 1 cach ſtanz 28 end, bi. 


And let you gueſs the reſt, 


As Hodge one day a maying went Ft 
With Dolly of he Green, 
 *Mongf other ings, he faid to her, 
When you vas May-day queen; 
Odzooks, you fo delighted me, 
That EM! I Would requeſt, - 
Free leave with. you to toy and kiſs, - 
And - yon can gueſs the reſt. . 


Lord, Hodge, faid Doll, I knows as how, 
You men are falſe and fickle, 

And mates your brags that, with love tales, 

Our eaſy hearts you tickle — 


Give me your hand, {aid Hodge, and now, 


To prove T's not in jeſt, 
If you'll confent I'll buy the ring. 
And you can guets the reſt, 


You #zow0s full well that feyther left 
Me ſheep and cows a many, 

With ploughs, and teams, and money too, 
Againſt a day that's rainy. 

On this, ſaid Doll, my Dame” s conſent 
To gain do but your beſt, 

V1! then, —but I need ſay no more, 
Fot you can guels the reit. 


Then both away to dame did trudge, 
And thus young Hodge belought her, 

I's come to atk for your conſent. ; 
To let me have your daughter: 


N. 4. 


But 


e ) 
But dame, in tartiſh mood, reply' d, 
To ſay no more you'd beſt ; 
And now, my mind being partly known, 
You both may gueſs the reſt, 


Come, come, ſaid Hodge, you muſt conſent, 
Becauſe we loves each other.— 

Ay! ay! ſaid dame; but what, ſays Doll ? 
Oh that we do, dear mother. 

Dame then reply d, ſince things are ſo, 
To part you *twere a jeſt, 

| | So now we'll fix the wedding-day,— 

| And you may guels the reſt. 


| | The weddin: g was ſoon after kept, 

| With feaſting, mirth, and dancing, 

| And dame herſelf, though old and lame, 
Among them would be prancing. 

At length the mirth and feaſting o'er, 

The couple being undreſs'd, 

They bedded were, the ſtocking thrown, — 

But prithee guels the reſt. | 


x 1 * . 0 
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Sung by Mr. Dodd, in the Gentle Shepherd, 


Jockey AND Jenny. 


er: ſaid to jenny Jenny wilt thou do't ? 
Ne'er a whit, quoth Jenny, for my fortune good, 
For my fortune good, I winna marry thee, 


E'en's ye _ quoth Jockey, ye may let me be. 


„„ 2 
I ha'e gold and gear, I ha'e land enough, 
I ha'e ſeven good oxen ganging in a pleugh, 
Ganging in a pleugh, and wand'ring o'er the lee; 


And gin ye winna tak me, I can let ye be. 


I've ain geud houſe and barn, and eke a bire, 

A peat ſtack fore the door, will make a ranting fire; 
I'ſe make a ranting fire, and merry we will be, 
And gin you will not have me, ye may let me be. 


Jenny ſaid to Jockey, gin ye winna tell, 

Ye ſhall be the lad, I'll be the laſs myſel ; 
Ye're a bonny lad, and I'm a laſſie free, 

Ye're welcomer to take me than to let me be. 


S N 
THE HUuBUE. 


HAT living's a joke, Johnny Gay has ex- 
preſs'd, | 
| Fall de roll, toll lol. 
In earneſt we'll make all we can of the jeſt; 
, Loll de roll, Sc. 
A load of conceits, along life we are lugging, 
Which ſome are humbug'd by, and ſome are hum 


bugging. 
. Fal de roll, Sc. 


His honour with conſequence charges his face, 
Bows round to the levee, and ogles his grace; 

Then whiſpers his friend, Sir, 2 8 my N 
But if you depend, you're humbugg'd by the lord. 

e : : dts a Fal de rol, Sc. 


N 5 | Says 
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Says Patty, the prude, and ſhe wide ſpread her fan, 
Me marry ! what! I go to bed with a man ! 
1 deteſt all male creatures, my God ! T ſhall ſauoon ! 
She did—and was * to-bed, faith, before 


noon ! 
F a de roll, Cc. 


To London Pa ſent her, when bloom was regain'd, 
Invi'late her maidenhead there ſhe maintain'd ; 
For a virgin was wed, ſhe knew how to be mum, 


So gain'd a good huſband her huſband a hum. 
Fal de roll, &e. 


Miſs nicely obſerv*d, vaſtly vulgar's the as, 
Immenſely indelicate, waſily abjurd ! 
Yet laſt night, dear Miſs, when you thought your-- 


ſelf ſnug, 


You confeſs'd—ww7thout loving ife's all a humbug. 
Fal de roll, Oc. 


The wanton oth often, too often I fear, | 
Proves words to be facts when ſhe calls her ſ. pouſe 


deer; 
And enjoys the ſweet cheat as ſtol'n pleaſure ſhe 


hugs, 
How nir now ſhe her cuckold humbugs. 
Fal de roll, Fe. 


But huſband at home, as few at's men wiſh, 
Fal de roll, toll Ln. 


To ding ev'ry day on the very ſame diſh, 
Loll de roll. 


Makes a meal with her maid, the thing publicly 


known 1s, 


1 A tete. a. ete feaſt, call'd the Lex 7. 1 


F al de roll, Oc. 
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S O N G, 
Sung by Miſs. J Bhornton-. 
THE BONNY SAILOR, , 


Y bonny ſailor's won my mind, 
My heart with him is now at ſea; 
I hope the ſummer's weſtern breeze 
Will bring him ſafely back to me: 
J wiſh to hear what glorious toils, 
What dangers he has undergone ; 
What fort*s he ſtorm'd, how great the ſpoils, 
From France and Spain my ſailor's won. 


When fancy brought the foe in view“; 
And day and night I've had no reſt, 
Leſt ev'ry gale a'tempeſt blew : 
Bring, gentle gales, my ſailor home; 
His ſhip at anchor. may I ſee; 
'Three years are ſure enough to roam, 
Too long for ene that loves like me. 


| A thouſand terrors chil'd my breaſt, 


His face by ſultry climes is wan, | 
His eyes by watching ſhine leſs bright; 
But ſtill I'll own my charming man, 
And run to meet him, when in ſight: 
His honeſt heart is what I prize, 
No weather can make that look old; 
Tho' alter'd were his face and eyes, 
I'll love my jolly ſailor bold. 


'Ns. © N G. 
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HONOUR. 


UR reck'ning we've paid, here's to all Bon 
repas, 
'Tne decks we have clear'd, and tis time we ſhould 


80, 
A 2 did you ſay? No I'm ſober 3 ſtrong, 
Waiter! call me a link boy, he'll light me along. 


Obſequious the dog with his dripping torch bows, 


Your honor, poor Jack, ſir, your honor, Jack knows. 
For the ſake of the pence thus he'll honor me on, 


Geold-dauft ſtrows the ROE where all honor” s 
Won. | | 


Hold your light uþ! what half naked objects here 
Ye, 
Thus huddled in heaps ? Good your honor, they cry ; 


To joor creatures, your konor, feme charity ſpare ; 
Henor's phraſe is neceſſity 's earn wan prayer, 


Young gerifaing ont-cafts thus nightly are found, 
No pariſhes care, they're too poor to be own'd. + 
For he, in theſe times, won'd be policy's ſcorn, 
Who” diſtreſs wou'd aſſiſt and * no return. 


With courtier-like bowing the Mathers call; 
And offer their bruſh, ſtool, and ſhining black ball; 
Fapanning, your Honor, theſe colourifts plan, 
And, really, ſome honors may want a japan. 


To varniſh the taſte ! is, —as caſes 1 duſt, 


Each ure now glares with a tranſparent cruſt; 
| Nay 


- © 
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| Nay, ſome ladies faces are colour'd like blinds, 
While _ uſe japaning, which maſquerades 

minds. 


Of honor, of freedom, yet England can boaſt, I, 
And honor and freedom's an Engliſhman's toaſt; 
May infamy ever deſerters attend, s 

But honor crown thoſe who our Honors defend. 


8 O0 NG. 


MUM. 


E goſſips who blab out the ſecrets of ſtate, 
Ye teli-tales who over the tea tables prate, 
Ye boaſters of favors from beauties o'ercome. 
Be wiſer poor prattlers, hencetorward be mum. 


Sing tantararara mum all, 


Ye wives who have huſbands neglecting their duties - 
That time give the bottle that's due to your beau- 
ties; | 
Would you cure them ? take care when in drink 
| they reel home, 
To receive them with ſmiles, and .zeſolve to be um. 


Sing tantararara mum all. 


— 


It is good to hold faſt, to hold much, or hold long; 
But the beſt way of all is the holding the tongue; 
Tho' wits by their words good companions become, 
Can they get half ſo much as the man that 1s mum. 
=. Sing tantararara mum all, 


( 
The ſervant who lily keeps ſilent will rife, 
His ears he muſt doubt, nor give faith to his eyes; 
Ask the fine waiting-maid how ſhe rich could be- 
come, 


She will curtſey and anſwer, - Becauſe I was mum. 
| Sing tantararara mum all. 


But enough kas been ſaid, and enough has Fong 


ſung, 
Remember, dear friends, keep good watch o'er. 
your tongue; 
J have no more to ſay, to an end I am. come, 
My rhimes are all out, I muſt henceforth be aum. 
Sing tantararara mum all. 


8 ON G. 


THE SAILORS VICTORYs«. 


Soldier and a Sailor, 

. A Tinker and a taylor, 
ad once a doubtful ftrife, fir, 

To make a maid a wife, fir, 
Whoſe name was buxom Joan. 
For now the. time was ended, 
When ſhe no. niore intended, 
To lick her lips at men, ſir, 
Or gnaw the ſheets in vain, fir, 
Or lie o'nights alone, 


The 
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The Soldier ſwore like thunder, 
He lov'd her more than plunder, 
And ſhew'd her many a icar, ſir, 
That he had brought from far, fir, 
With fighting for her fake. 
The taylor thought to pleaſe her, 
With offering her his meaſure, 
The Tinker too with metal, 
Said he would mend her keets, 
And ſtop up ev'ry leak. 


But while theſe three were prating, 

The Sailor ſlily waiting, 

Thought if it came about, fir, 

That they ſhould all fall out, fir, 
He then might play his part. 

And juſt e'en as he meant, fir, 

To loggerheads they went, ſir, 

And then he let fly at her, | 

A ſhot *twixt wind and water, 
That won this fair maid's heart. 


S O N G. 
" THE orur rox. 


ENT L v nx, and blow the fre, 
Lay the mutton down. to roaſt, 
Dreis it quickly J deſire, 
In the drippirg put a toaſt; 
That I hunger may remove, 
* utton is the meat I love. 


— Cw — 2 5 FR 
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On the dreſſer ſee it lye, 
Oh! the charming white and red! 
Finer meat ne'er met my eye, 
Oa the ſweeteſt graſs it fed; 
Let the jack go ſwiftly round, 
Let me have it nicely brown'd. 


On the table ſpread the cloth, 

Let the knives be ſharp and clean: 
Pickles get, and ſallad both, 

Let them each be freſh and green : 


With ſmall beer, good ale, and wine, 


Oh! ye Gods! how I ſhall dine! 


— 
3 Wh 


THE GO9SIPS, 


| =. O goſſi ps they merrily met, 


And that in the morning full ſoon, 
And they were reſolv'd on a wet, | 
To keep their ſweet voices in tune; 
Away to the tavern they went, 
Here Joan, why I vow and proteſt 
« That I have a crown yet unſpent, 
« So let's have a cup of the beſt.“ 


. 


« And pray Goſſip didn't you hear, 
The common report of the town? 
« A ſquire of five hundred a year, 
4 Is married to Dell of the Crown! 8 
: cc 


. Ca I 


« A draggletail ſlut on my word! 
cc Her cloaths hanging ragged and foul ; 
* In troth he would fain have a bird, 


That would give a | groat for an owl 4 


And me had a ſiſter laſt year, 


«© Whoſe name they call galloping Pegs 


«© She'd take up a ſtraw with her ear, 
««] warrant her, right as my leg; 
«A brewer | he got her with child, 


But e*en let them brew as they bake 


c knew ſhe was wanton and wild, 


But I'll neither meddle nor make.” 


Nor I, Goſſip Joan, by my troth ; 
«cTho' nevertheleſs I've been told, 
She ſtole ſeven yards of broad cloth, 
«A ring, and a locket of gold, 
«A ſmock, and a new pair of ſhoes, 
A flouriſhing madam was ſhe ! 
But Margery told me the news, 


And it ne'er ſhall go further for me.“ 


«We were at a coflipping club, 
MWhere we had a cheriſhing cup 
Of good humming liquor, ſtrong bub! 
And your huſband's name it was up; 
For bearing a powerful ſway, 


«<All the neighbours his valour have ſeen, 


c For he is a cuckold they ſay, 
„A conſtable, Goſhp, I mean.” 


«Dear Goflip a ſlip of the tongue, 
„No harm was intended in mind; 


Chance 


— . . "OC * 2 
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„And if we perhaps get a kiſs, 


Cory. 
„Chance words they will mingle among 
„Our others we commonly find; 
hope you won't take it amils,” 
No, no, that were folly in us; 


„Pray what are our huſbands the worſe lo 


— — — — 
3 N. 
THE PARSON AND BEER n 


Parſon who had a remarkable foible, 
Of _— the bottle muck more than the: 
ible, 
Was deem'd by his neighbours to be leſs perplext, 
In handling a tankard than handling a text. 


Derry down... 


Perch'd up in his E one Sunday, he-cried, 


Make patience, my dearly beloved——your guide; 
And in your diſtreſſes, your troubles, and croffes, 
Remember the patience of Job. in his loſſes, 

Der ry Joaun. 


The parſan had got a ſtout caik of ſtrong beer, 

By way of a preſent, —no matter from where, 

Suthce it to K ay, it was toothſome and good, 

And he lov'd 1 it as n he did his own. blood. 
Derry downs. 


While he the church ſervice in haſte rambled o'er, 

The hogs found away turo, the old cellar door; 

And by the ſtrong ſcent of the beer barrel led, 

Had nock'd out the {piggot or cock from its head. 
Derry downs. 


7 


„„ 


Out ſpouted the liquor abroad on the ground, 
The unbidden gueſts quaff'd it merrily round; 
Nor from their diverſions, or merriment ceaſt, 
Till every hog there, was as drunk as a beaſt, 


Derry doaun. 


And now the grave lecture and pray'rs at an end, 

He brings along with him a neighbouring friend, 
To be a partaker of Sunday's good cheer, ; 
And taſte his delightful October-brew'd beer. 


Derry downs 


The dinner was ready, and all was laid ſnug ; 
Here, wife, ſays the parſon, go fetch us a mug; 
But a mug of what, he had ſcarce time to tell her, 
When—yonder ſays ſhe, are the hogs in the cellar! 
„ Derry doaun. 


wx 


She run, and returning, with ſorrowful face, 
In ſuitable phraſes related the caſe ; 
He rav'd like a madman, about in the room, 
And then beat his wife, and the hogs, with the 
broom. 
Derry down, 


Was ever poor fellow ſo peſter'd as I ? | 
Quoth he, the ſlut makes all the houſe like a Rye, 
How came you to lock your d—n'd hogs in the 
kitchen ? | g , 
Is that a fit place to put cattle, you b—h in. 
| Derry down. 
Lord! huſband, ſaid ſhe, what a coil you keep here, 
About a poor, beggarly, barrel of beer; 


You 
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You ſhould in your troubles, miſchances, and. 
. croſſes, | | , 
Remember the patience of Job in his loſſes, 
Derry down. 


A pox upon Job! cried the prieſt, in a rage, 

That beer, I dare ſay, was near ten years of age ;. 
But you're a poor ignorant jade, like his wife; 
For Job never had ſuch a caſk in his " | 


erry downs. 


Now neighbour, while at the poor vicar you grin, 
Your caſe, let me tell you's not better a pin; 
With goodneſs and wiſdom, your theory back'd is, 
But you're, ten to one, knave and fool. in your. 
ies. 
| Derry down, 


— — A TAE . TIME SSDnenmo——an 
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THE JOVIAL BEGGAR. 


HERE wasa Jovial Beggar, 
He had a wooden leg ; {1 
Lame from his cradle, | 
And forced for to beg. 
And a begging we will go, 
Will go, will go, 
And a begging we will go. 


A bag for his oatmeal, 
Another for his ſalt; 
And a pair of crutches, 
To ſhew that he can halt. | | 
| And a begging, Se. 


— 


6 
A bag for his wheat, 
Another for his rye; 
A little bottle by his fide, 
To drink when he's a dry. | 
255 And a begging, Ce. 


To Pimlico we?ll go, 
Where we ſhall merry be; 
With ev'ry man a can in's hand, 
And a wench upon his knee. 
And a begging, Tc, 


And when we are diſpoſed -M 
To tumble on the grails, | 
We have a long patch'd coat 
To hide a pretty laſs. 


And a begging, Of, 


Full ſeven years I begged 
For my maſter Wild; 
He taught me how to beg, 

When I was but a child. 


4 | Aud a begging, Or, 


I begged for my maſter, | 
And got him ſtore of pelf. 
But Jove now be praiſed, 
1 can beg for myſelf, 


: And a begging, &c, 


In a hollow tree 
I hive, and pay no rent; 
Providence provides for me, 
And I am well content. | 
And a begging, &e. 
Of 
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Of all occupations 
A beggar is the beſt; 
For when he 1s weary, 


He'll lay him down to reſt. 
Aud a begging, Ce. 


I fear no plots againſt me, 
I live in open cell; 

Then' who would be a king, 
When beggars live ſo well? 


And a begging, Sc, 


* 
- 
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8 O N 6. 
THE OLD CLOATHS MEN. 


Or, Moſes and Abram's bad bargaine 


O doubt but you've heard of the famous Lord 
| Croker, 

'A very great man and a very great joker, 

In the courſe of my ditty you'll find it is true, 

As the ſtory is told by old Abrams the Jew. 

Py cot it 1th true vat I'm going to ſay, | 
Aſh in Burlington-ſhreet J vas calling one tay, 

A ſhentleman's ſhervant cried hip maiſter Jew, 

1 have cot a cood bargain, come hither and view, 


So J ſhay brother Moſes, as * vas wid me, 
Here iſn a cood bargain let us bote go and ſhee; 
De ſhervaat belongs to Lord Croker, I gueſs, 
We'll ſheat him ſo ſure as Cod ſhall us pleſs. 


80 


( 
So he ſhew'd us ſome cloaſh dat v' as look fery fine 
And it vaſh in de room vere my Lord he vas dine. 
De bargain vaſh ſtruck, he went out to get ſhange, 
And left Moſes and me thro? de whole houſe to 


range. 


Py cod we vas tinking to pack up de plate, 

Viſh we ſaw in great plenty, of fery great weight; 
When my Lord vas come in full of laughter and fun, 
Vifh finiſh dat buſineſs before 1th begun. 

Py Cod ſays my Lord, you are fery cood fellows, 
Vill you do me a favour, I prithee come tell us; 
Sho frighten'd vere vee, dat we ſhaid, dat we wood, 
(Vitha certain proviſo, viſh vas) if we cou'd. 


*Tis only ſhays he, on them cloaths for to ſhit, 

Cood Cot we cry bote, we cannot do one bit; 

But my Lord drew his ſhword, and ſho loudly did 

Sven... 

Dat Moſes vas ſhit, py Cod, quite out of fear. 

But when dat he found dat I could not ſhite too, 

He ſhwore I ſhould eat it wid out more ado ; 

Sho I eat it all up, tifh true what J tell ye, 

Or he would have run his ſhword, quite thro* my 
belly. | | 


8 - 
AM 


His Lordſhip then kickt us bote out of door, 

And he call'd us bote ſnwindling ſon of a whore; 
Our bargain vaſh loſt and our ſhange never got, 
So Moſes and I had a fery bad lot: 

Then ALL ye Shew merchants that deal in old 
* cloaths, pe ages, 
Take care vat cood bargains ſome folks may propoſe, 
Or like Moſes and me, you may take bote our word, 
You may have in your belly a ſhword or a turd. 


SONG. 
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THE SAILOR'S DELIGHT, 


OME all my brave lads, away quickly come, 

At the ſound of the fife, and the beat of a drum; 

We'll fight for Royal George if we die by our guns, 
n board of a Man of War. 


All you that are in limbo for drinking of good ale, 
Come and enter with us we've a ſweet and pleaſant 
gale; 


We'll pay off all your debts with a flying top-fail, 
On board, Se. 


We'll hoiſt up our jack and our pendants we'll let 


V, 
And fight the French and Spaniards, ir any we 


come nigh, 
Let more powder and more ſhot be the whole of 


the cry, 
On es Se. 


On our way in the night as we're plougin g of the 
deep, 
A Spaniſh galloon we may cs rs meet, 


While you, hs lazy landmen lay ſnoring aſleep. | 
Net on board, Sc. 


1 


When the battle it is over then we that do ſurvive, 


Bring home our gold and filver to our ſweethearts 


or wives ; 


| And this i is the way Jolly failors ſpend their lives. 


On board, &c. 


SONG. 
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8 O N G. : 1 


THE JjOYs oP LOVE. 


Tune—Puf about the briſk bowl. 


WEN Venus, queen of ſoft delires, | [ 
| Deſcended from above; 7 5 
The Gods attend—while ſhe inſpires 
To ing the joys of love. 


The joys of love, a pleaſing theme, 
A theme for ever new ; 
Come forward, Vulcan, tell the lame, 
That 1 once told to you. 


Yau BR -goddefs, I obey, | 
With pleaſure and delight; 
But how in words can I convey. 


The raptures of that night. 


As I lay wanton in your _ 
The happieſt god was I | 
_ © That ever felt your pow 'rful charms, 
Or ever heav'd a ſigh. 


N. emphatic ſqueeſe, the graſp divine; 
The olt' entongued kiſs, 

And every tender love-fraught fign, 
Were preludes of my bliſs. | 


1 . - 
- 
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is length the joyous minute Came jo 
To ceafe is all I aſk; © - 

For oh! to tell the mighty fame . 
Is far too great a taſk. | 


— 


They gen'rous goddeſs. bow'd affent, 
Enough had been expreſs'd, | 
The all knew what his godſhip meant, 

Love's joys half told are beſt. 


— 5 
/ : 
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1 a 


| THE MOST FASHIONABLE 
TOASTS any SENTIMENTS. 


AY our eleaune; thoughts be gilt with mo- 
deſt expreſſions. 
Ihe road to a chriſtening. 
The magical monoſyllable. 
The loſing gameſters. 
Cupid's pin-cuſhion. 
Love in a cottage, and envy to none. 
The female mathematician, who multiplies by ſub- 
traction. 
All our wants, and all our wiſhes. 
The rapturous bliſs of an extatic kiſs, 
Merit to win a heart, and ſenſe to keep it. 


The roſe of pleaſure without the thorne. 


Love 
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Love and opportunity, 

May love draw the curtain, and friendſhip he. 
cork. 

Cupid's ring on the middle anger. 

A condeſcenſion to the ladies, and ſtanding 
honour to the gentlemen. 

The naked truth. 

A clean avenue to a pleaſant country ſeat. 

What charms arms and diſarms. 

May we pleaſe and be pleaſed. 

The fair ſex - The faireſt of Middleſex, and 4. 
middle of the fair ſex. 

The civil orange that is rough and juicy, 

The point of union of two fond hearts; 

The centre of attraction. 

The rule of three. 

May every day be happier than the laſt. 

Riches to the generous, and power to the merciful. 

Riches without pride, or poverty without meanneſs. 

May we breakfaſt with health, dine with friend- 
ſhip, crack-a bottle with mirth, and ſup with the 
goddeſs contentment. 

To the honeſt fellow, that loves his bottle at night, 
and his buſineſs in the morning. 

A good horſe, a warm houſe, a ſnug eſtate, and 2 
pretty wife, to every man that deſerves them. 

All fortune's daughters but the eldeſt. 

Taſte to our pleafure, and pleaſure to our taſte. 

Addition to our trade, multiplication to our manu- 
factories, ſubtraction to taxes, and reduction to 
to our uſeleis penſions and places. 

Love without ear, and lite without care. 

Good luck till we are tir'd of it. 

Sunſhine and good humour all the world over. 
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The woman we love, and the friend we dare truſt. 

May we be happy when alone, and cheerful when 
in company. | 

To the true patriot, Wno dies wich pleaſure for his 
1 s good, 

= ay the trade of this country increaſe, and be ſup · 
ported by unity, peace, and concord. | 

May we never taſte the apples of affliction. 

May we be flaves to nothing but our duty and 
friends. 

May our hearts have for tenants, truth, candour, and 
benevolence. pe N 

Command, unity, navigation and trade. 

May mirtu and feilow{hip be always in faſhion. 

The ſtatf of life. e 

All tails but tell tales. 

Conttancy in love and ſincerity in friendſhip. 

Friendthip without in tereſt, and love without de- 
ceit. 

May the bic ſſoms of liberty never be blighted. 

The hot-houſe ſupported by two ivory pillars. 

May we kiſs whom we en and pleaſe whom we 
kts, 
Adam 8 firſt thought after he ſaw Eve. 


NY 1 * 1 4 


100 71 5 
| rei 
JUST bi en 


PRICE 23. 


R 0 U N D B IL 4 F; 
. Collection of Oueten 805885 Welttag the 


MoDERN. 
It is neceſſary to remark, that this Selection is different 


from the nn. oFMouvs. 


